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TO MY HONOVRED 


ſtiend, Maſter Tomas May, upon 


his Comedy, The Here, 


he Heire being borne, was in bur tender age 
Rack in the Cradle of a private Stage, 
here lifted wp by many a willing hand, 
T he child did from the for ft day fue aul. 
Since having gather A ſtrength, be d c1 preferre 
Hit eps inte the i T heater 
The World : where #4 4e not 6:41 to (ind 
A 4, rom wu re Ale. wort i le 'T 6d, 
[ but bis } ſev an, yet if ney word 
May paſſe, [ dave be bonind he will aff rd 
7 eg waſlt drſerve awelcame, if well enaner 
Sweb a7 beſt writers woteld have will thew owes 
Tow fa? ab (erwe hits Wor dt 19 Ord aneerte 
And ſoftly Braling on with equill ferte 
Jae nts evVew , with [nth race 
Attach wird bad brene manlard | or that place. 
T «4 LIT Neeint D 9 *. i ne 
Into e feet ae 41 ba e 
When be pur a4 ihe [ref ity Hire . 
Courried be in (wth Languare, e e 
A love [+ wed 61 78 1 be the (amis 
The Artes (+ * 11, oe fromm bit fore — 
T be whole plot doth alice ut [rife dich ile 
Throwgh the f vs AMP, ar doth & Locke, that ger. 
W 1% eners, for (14 every one be enowne, . 
The Lockt'; as faſt at if you had e. 
And whore 1 tive 4, ,4 40 h dr os Kren 
of moth, chaff rer mierte. 
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That have 1 thought it fter toreveale 
Aly want of art ( drare fried) ths toronexale 
Ay love. It did apper'e I dvd not moane 
Ss 19 commend thy well-wronght cee, 
At men might judge my aim: rather ts be, 
To gaine praiſe to my jelfe, them grve it thee ; 
Though [ can give thee none, but what thaw h 
Deſery d,and what muſt my ſara breath entlaft 
Tet was this garment (1 gh 7 1huilleſſe be 
Te taks thy meaſmre) enely made for thee, 
And if it prove 169 ſcant, "117 can/e the due 
Nature allow'd me was not large eng. 


V irro, 


Pe'imeres, 
Eugenio, 
Leucorkce, 
Reſco, 
Euptues, 
Philocles, 
Clerimonr, 
Franklin, 


Luce, 


Franciſco, 
Shallow, 
Nicznor, 


Matho, 


Plecas, * 
A Parſon. 
A Sumner. 


The Names of the Actors. 


An old rich Cont, 
An old Lord, 
His ſonne, 

Hi dangbiey. 

Hit man, 
Amother Led. 
His ſonne, 

4 gent man fri- rd is Fhilocles, 
An eld rich gentle nyans, 
His danghter, 

A jonny man, 

A feelrſb gentle man, 

A Canrine, 

A Lawyer, 
Hh wanting Cenmtlewergy. 
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J. Cor ſtable nd Watch, 


Servants, 


Prologus. 


rte fracendsi, s! what Raft bere be ſerar 

— Fre, opt vom” ritaled leres. 
Our Athen nas bis with, be docs not ee 
Ts reer . wires X rk cene, 

Net ' opt yeur bramcs, te find? ibe fuflias ſenſe 
Of the/e poove lines, 2 cet YECOMpence 

T by paves of fudy : Comedies oft ru 
ret eren, bet recreate the brame ; 
Hit ftrabne it ech, ee hee 4, but referrer 
Tat ts the Teſt of your jndieyons rarer, 


FOI : 
A COMEDIE CALLED 
THE HEIRE. 


Liter Polumerter, Kaſcro, 


Pol 0/c4s. Rs, My Lord. 
Pol. Haſt thou divuig's the ewes 
That ary tone dy d Athens ? 
Ro. Yes my Lord, 
Wich every citcumſtance, the time, the place, 
And manner of his dearh ; that tis belcev d, 
And told for newes with as much confideace 
Asi twere writ in Gallobelgicus. : 
Fa. That's well, that's very well, now Ke 
Followcs may part, I muſt exprefſea griete 
Nut uſuall, not like a well left Hecire 
For his dead father, or a luſty Widdow 
For her old husband. muſt I counterteir, 
But in a deeper, x farce deeper ftraine 
Weepe like a father for his onely fonne, 
Is not that hardco duc, ha, R 
Ro. Ohno my Lord, 
Not for y ur Skill. has not your Lordſhip ſeene 
A Player perionate Hr / 
Po. By th maſſe tis true, I have ſeen the knave paint ericf 
In ſucha lively colour, that for falſe 
And acted paſ$i-n he has drawne true teares 
From the (peRators, Ladies inthe boxes 
Kept time with and teatte sto his fad accents 
As had he truely the man he ſcem'd. 
Well then lle nere deſpaire, but tell axe thou 
Thou that haſt ſtill been priv te to my boſome. 
B How 


The Heive. 


How will this project take? 
Roſ. Rarely my Lord, 
Even now mee thinkes, I ſee your Lordſhips houſe 
Haunted with ſuitors of the nobleſt tanke, 
An4 my young Lady your luppoied Heire 
Tir'd more with woing then the Grecian Queene 
In the long abicuce of her wandring Lord, 
There's not a ru nous Nobility 
Ja all this kingdome, but conceives a hope 
Now to rebuild his fortunes on this match. 
Pol. Thole are not they I looke for. noi nets 
Are {pread tor other game, the rich and greedy 
Thole that have wealth enough, yet for more 
They are for mc. Rofſ. Others wil come my Lord, 
All forts of tiſh will pre ſſe your nets, 
Then in your Lordſhips wiſedome it muſt lic 
To cull the great ones, aud rejeR the tric. 
Pol. Nay fare not that, ther's none ſhall have acct ſſe 
To ſee my or to ſpeake to her, 
But ſuch as I approove;, and aime to catch. 
Rof. The jeſt will be my Lord, when you (hall ſee 
How ycur aſpiring ſuitors will put on 
The face uf greatnefle, and bely their fortuncs, 
Conlume themiclves in ſhew, waſting like Merchants 
Their preſent wealth in rigging # faire ſhip 
For ſome il ventut d voyage, that undoes um. 
Here comes a youth with letters from the court, 
Bought of ſome favourite at ſuchaprice 
As will for ever ſinke him, yet alas 
All's to no purpo'e,he muſt looſe the prize. 
Pol. "Twill feede me fat with ſport that it ſhall make, 
Beſides the large adventures it brings home 
Vnto my daughter. How now. Enter Servant 
Ser. My Lord, Count is is come to ſee you. 
Pol. Conduct him in ; So, ſo, it takes already 
See Roſcio (ee, this is the very man 
My ꝓtoject aim d at, the rich Count that knowes 


The Heire. 


No end of his large wealth, yet gapes for more. 
There was no other Loadſtone could attract 
His Iron he art ; for could beauty have mov d him, 
Nature his beene no niggardto my giric, 
But I muſt co my grief, here com- s the Count. 
Emer Connt Verve, 

Fs. Is your Lord a fleepe? Ko. No vir, 
I thinke not, my Lord, Count Fare. 

Us, How doc you $11 * 

Pol. I doc intreate your Lordſhip pardon mee, grieſe 
and ſome want of (leepe have made m e at this tume un- 
mannerly,not ſit to entertaine gueſts of your worth. 

Is. Alas Sir | know your gricte. 

Ro, Ins that that fetcht you hit her. ade, 

V's. \ 'taveloſta worthy and a hopetull ſonne, 

But heaven that al ways gives, wi-l ſomtimes take 
And that the be ſt, there is no balſome leit us 

To cure ſuch wounds as theſe but paticnce, 
There is no diſputing ich the acts of heaven, 
But i there were, in what could you accuſe 

Thoſe Powers that eis have bin ſo liberall to you, 
Aad left you yet one comfort in your age 

A faire and vertuous daughter, 

Rs, Now it beginnes. 

Vir, Your blood is not extinct, nor your age childlefſe, 
From thar faire branch that's left may come much fruit 
To glad poſterity, thinke on that my Ltd. 

Pol. Nay heaven forbid I ſhould repine at whatthe 
juſtice of thoſe Powers ordaine, it has pleas'd them to 
confine my care onely to one, and to fee her well 
beſtow d is all the comfort I now muſt looke for, 
but if it had pleas'd heaven that my ſonne , ah my 
Engents. be wer pes, 

Vir, Alas good Gentlemen. 

Ref. Fore heaven he does it rarely. 

Vir. But Sir, remember un lelfe , remember your 
daughter, ——— —— 

I * 
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—_— whoſe hopes, and fortunes depend upon your 
lafety. 

Pol. Oh my good Lord, you never bad a ſonne. 

Ke. Vnleſſe they were baſtatds, and for them no doubt 
but he has donc as other Lords doe. 

Fal. And therefore cannot tell what tis to loſe a ſon, 
a good ſonnc, and in oncly fonne, 

Vir, 1 would, my Lord, I could as well redreſſe 
As I can take compaſsion of your gticfe, 

You ſhould ſoone finde an cafe. 

Pol, Pray pardon me my Lord, if I forget my ſelſe to- 
ward you at this time, it it pleaſe you vilite my houſe ofter 
you ſhall be welcome. 

Fir. You wouid faine ſleep my Lord, lle take my leave 
heaven ſend you comfort, 1 hall make bold ſhortly to 
vilite you. 

Pol, You ſhall be wondrous welcome, 

Wiite on my Lord out there. exit Uirro 
So now hes gone, how thinkeſt thou R, 
Will not this Cudgeon bite ? 
Ro/. No doult my Lord, 
So faire a baite would catch a cunning f(t. 

Pol. And ſuch a one is he, he ever lov'd 
The beauty of my girle, but that s not it | 
Can draw the carth bred thoughts of his groſle ſoule 
Gold is the God of his Idolatry, 

Wien hope of which lle teede him, till at length 
I make him faſten, and [ren like 
For his lov'd I graipe an empty cloud. 

Ne. How | my young Lady aſfected to him ? 

Pol, There's all the difficuitie, wee muſt winne her to 
love him, I doubt the peeviſh girle will thinke him too 
old, bees well neere fifty : In this buſine ſſe I muſt leave 
ſomewhat to thy wit and care, praiſe him beyond all 
meaſure. 

Rof. Your Lordſhip ever found me truſty. 


Pol, If thou ci it, I will make thee happy. exenar, 
” Entcr 


The Heire. 


Enter Philecler, Clarimont, 

Phi, fngents's filter then is the rich heire 
By bus decraſe. (br. Ves, and the faire one too, 
dhe ncedes no gloſſe that fortune can ſet on her, 

Her beauty of it ſelte were prize enough 

To make a King turne b:gger for. Phil. Hoy day 
What in love ( {eriment | lay my lifetis ſo, 

Thou couldſt not praiie het with ſuch paſsion elſe. 

Cr. I know nor, | flepe well enough laſt nighr, 
But it thou ſawſt het once, 1 would net give 
A farthing for thy lite, I tell thee Philocies 
One fight of her would make thee cry, ay me, 
Sigh,and lookr pue, me thinkes I doc imagine 
How like an { doiatrous lover thou would} coc 
Through the eye · lid, know no body, 

Phi Tis very well, but how did your worſhip (cr 
You have ſcene ber. Cer, Tie, but l have an 
Antidote, and I can teach it thee, Phi. When 
I have nced out, lle defirgar Cle. And ewill 
Be worth thy learning, when thou ſhalt ſee the 
Tyranny of that fame cui vy Loy, and whattc olcs 
He makes ot us; unt I defcribe the beaſt ? 

Phil. W hat beaſt? (ier. Alover, Pi. Doe. 

Cur. Iden to be briete, Iwill paſſe over the pinion of 

our ancient tathers, as likewiſe thoſe ſtrange Loves lpo- 

en of in the authentike hiſtories of Chivalric, Am 
de Cane, Pariſmw, the Riught of the Sunne, or the witty 
Knight Des eee de {a Mancha,where thoſe brave en 
whom neither E:r.chanrements, Gyants, Wind-mills, nor 
flockes of ſheepe c. ud vanquiſh, are ma e the trophet s 
of eriumphing love. F. Prithee come to the matter + 

Cu. Neither will I mention the complaints of Sir 62 
for the faire I hela, not the trave's of Por the love 
of the beautious L. or laſtly, the moſt (ad penance 
of the ingenious kmght Dos Dire upon the mou uin 
of Sciemma f moved by the unjuſt diſdaite of the 
Lady Dulrinea de! Teese, 15 tor our moderne Authour s, 1 


3 Wil! 
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will not ſo much as name chem, no not that excellent tres · 
tile of Tales Love, written by the Maſter of Art. 

Pls, I would thou weouldit paſſe over this paſsing o- 
ver of Authors, an | ipeake thine owne judgement. 

Cie. Why then to be bricte, I thinke a Lover lookes 
like an Aſle. 

Fi. 1 can deſcribe him better then ſo my ſelſe, bee 
'ookes like a man that had ſitten up at Cards all aight, or a 
ſtale Drunk td wakened in the midget ot his ill epe. 

Cle, But Philecies,l would not have thee ice this Lady, 
ſhe Has a bewitching looke, 

bi. Hou dat ii thou venture man, hut ſtrange medicine 
haſt tbou found, O via nete taught it thee, I doubt 7 gueſle 
thy teme, tot love, go to a bau dy houſe, or fo, is t not ? 

Cler, Faith, and that's a good way I can teil you, wee 
younger brothers ate bcholding to it, alas wee muſt not 
fall in love and choole whom wee like hi {t, wee have no 
loyntures for um as you bleſt heires can have. 

Phil, Well I have found y.u fir, and prithce tell mee, 
how get ſt thou wenches ? 

Cler, Why | can want no Panders, Ilyc inthe Conſta- 
bles houſe. Phi. Andthere you may whote by authority 
But ( Zeriment, I doubt this Paragon 
That thou ſo prailcſt, is ſome ill favoured Wench 
Whomthou ouldſt have me laugh at for commending · 

Cler, Belecv'c I ſpoke in carveſt, truſt your eyes, 
lie ſhew you her. Y. How canſt thou doe it ? 
Thou know ſt this Ladies father is to mine 
A deadly enemy, nor is his houſc 
Open to any of our kindred, Cie. That'sno matter, 
My lodging's the next doore to this Lords houſe, 

And my backe window lockes into his garden, 
There every morning faire Lencethoc, 
(For ſo I heare her nam'd) walking alone, 
To pleaſe her ſenies, makes eAwrors bluſh, 
To ſee one brighter then her ſclfc appeate. 
Phil. Well I will ſee her then. 


The Heire. 


Enter Frais, Franciſco, Luce gravid?, 


Franc. Yet for her ſake be aduiſed better fir. 

Frank, Iapudent Raſcall,canſt le oke me i th face, and 
know how thou haſt wrong'd me, thou haſt diſhonoured 
my daughrcr, made a whore of her, 

Fran, Gentle tir, 

The wrong my love has made to your faire daughter 
Tisnow too late to with undone againe, 
Bur it you _ it may be yet clos d up 
Without diſhonour, I will marry her. 
Frank, Marry her, (he has a hot catch of that, marry 2 
beg2zar, what /oynture canſt thou make her? 
Franc, Sir I am poore I muſt confeſle, 
Fortune has bleſt you better, but / ſweare 
By all things that can bind, twas not your wealth 
Was the foundation ot my true built love, 
It was het ſingle uncompounded ſelſe, 
Her ſelſe without addition that I lov d, 
Which ſhall for evet in my ſighe outweigh 
All other vvomens fortunes, and themſelves, . 
And were I great, as great as / could with 
My (elfe for her advancement, no ſuch barre 
As Fortunes inequality ſhould ſtand 
Be: wixt our loves, 
Luce, Good tather heare me- 
Frank. Doſt thou tot bluſh to call me father, ſtrumpe 
Ile make thee an example. 
Luce. But heare me fir, 
My ſhame will be your owne. 
Frank, No more I fay , Franciſcs leave my houſe, 1 
charge you come not here. 
Franc, I muſt obey and vvill, deare Luce be conſtane, 
Lace, Till death. exit Franceſco, 
Frank, Here's a fine vvedding tovvards, the 
Bridegroome vyhea he comes for his bride, 1 


The Heire. 


Shall find her great with child by another man, 
Pals ion a me minion,how have you hid it fo long? 
Le. Fearing your anger Sir, I {triv'd to hide it. 
Franc, H ide it one day mote then at be damm d. 
Hide it tul Shadow be warrycd to thee, 
And then let him doe hi. worſt. 
Ls, Sir I ſhould tuo much wrong him. 
Frank Wrong bim, there be great Ladies have dene 
the lik. tis no ne ves to {cc a bride with child. 


Ls. Good Sir. | 
Frank, Then be wile, lay the child to him, hee's a cich 
man, tother s a beggar. Lu, I dare not Sir. 


Frank, Doc it 11ay , and he (hall tather it. 

L. He knowes he never touch'd me Sit. 

Frank, That's all one, lay it to him, weele cut face him 
tis his : but hearke, he is comming, I heare the Maſicke, 
ſweare thou wilt coe thy beſt to auke bim thinlce tis his, 

, onely for this time, {weare quickely. Ln, I doc. 
Frank, Goe ſtep alide, and come whenthy que is, thou 
ſhalt hearc us talke. Luce aſide 
Enter Shalow with mwſicke, 

Sha Morrow Father. 

Frank. Sonne bridegroome welcome, you have becne 
lookt for here. 

Sha. My Tayler alittle d'@ppointed mee, but is my 
Bride ready ? 


Frank, Yeslong ago, but you and I will talke a little, 
ſend in your Mulicke. 
: She, Goe waite within, and tell me father, did ſhe not 
N thinke it long till I came? 
Frank, 1 warrant her ſhe did, ſhe loves you not a little. 
$ha. Nay that I dare {weare, ſhet has given me many 
caſts of her atfection. 
Frank, What before you were ? 
Sha. 1 ccancy in the way of honeſty father. 
Frank, Nay that / doubt, young wits love to bee try- 
ing, and to ſay truth, 7 ſee not bow a woman can demie 
in 


The Heire. 


s man of your yonth and perſon upon thoſe teatmes 
ue not be know ont now. . 

344, I have kiſt her or ſo. 

Fra%t Come, come, I know ycu are nofoole, I ſhould 
thinkc yoga very Aſſe, nay I tell you plaincly, I ſhould be 
loch co marry my daughter to you it I thought you had 
not try d her in io long acquaintance, but you have try d 
her. and the poore foulc could not deny you. 

$h4, Ha, ha,bx. 

Fra. l aith tel me ſon, tis but a merry que ſtion, ſuc s yours 
$54. V pon my virginity father, 

Fran. $weare not by that lie nere beleeve you. 

Sha. Why then as lam 4 gentleman I never didit tut 
I remember. 

Fran, That you remember, oh is tthercabours ? 

Le. Hee'letake it upon him preientiy. 

Fran, You have beene fo taquliar With her, you have 
ſor got the times, but did you never come in hate fadled, 
aud then in a kind humour, Catrre q#44 ne /car, 

Sha, Indeed I was wonrtofſerve my mothers maides 
ſo when 1 came halte fox: as you laid, and then next mor- 
ning I ſhould laugh to my telte. 

Frank, W hy there it goes, I thought rohave chid ou 
ſon Shallow, I knew what you be | d ne, tis to apparent, 
I would not have people take notice ut it, pray God thee 
hide her great belly as the goes ty Church to day. 

Sa. Why father is ſhe with chu 

Fran, Asit you knew not that, fic, fie, leave your lit 


4 now. 
$be. Sure it cannot bee anne. | 
Fra. How's this ; you would not make my daughter 
a whore, would you ? this is but to try if you can ſtirre my 
choller, you wits have ſtrange tricks. do tbings over night 
when you are merry, and then deny um. but ſtay here ſhe 
comes a one, ſtep aſide, ſue ſhall not ſec ws. hey tip aſide. 
Ls. Ab my Sato, thou needit not have made 
Such haſt, my heart thou knowſt was tirme enough 
C To 


The Heire. 
To thee, but I may blame my owne fond love, 
That could not deny thee. 
Sha. She with child indeed, it (wells. 
Frank, You would not belceve mee, tis a good wench. 
5be does it bande afide. 
Lac. But yet i know if thou hadſt beene thy ſelfe, rhou 
wouldſt nere have offcr'd it tw as drinke that ace chee. 
Sha, Yes fare, 1 was drunke when Id it, for I had 
forget it. I lay wy life ewill prove a girle, becauſe twas got 
in drinke. 


L. 1 am aſhamed to ſec any body. 

Fran. Aus poore wretch, goe comfort her, Luce, 

Shai Sweet heart, tay never be aſham d. I was & little 
too haſty , but Ile make thee amends, weele bee marryed 


v. 

Frank, Be cheery L, you were man and wife before, 
it wanted but the ceremony of the Church, and that (hall 
be pre ſemly done. 

Sha. I. I. ſweet · heart, as ſoone us may be. 

Fran, But now | thinke one ſoune 5bafow, your wed- 
ding muſt not be publike, as we intended it. 
Why ſo? 


nknowne, people will thinke you were married before. 

Shel, But will it ſtand with my worſhip to be married 
1private ? 

Frank, Yes, yes, the greateſt doe it, when they have 
ꝛene nibling betore hand, there is no other way to ſave 
cur bridescredite. 

Shai. Come lets about it preſently. 

Fran, This is clos'd up beyond our wiſhes. . 
Aar Luce, 

Ls. I: undone, un ſſ thy wit Franciſco, 

Can ſinde ſome meanes to free me from this foole, 

W ho would have thought the ſot could be io grofle 


% SOT 


\ my 


34 K 428 


| 
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To take upon him what he never did, 
To his owne ſhime, lle ſend to my Franciſes, 
And I mult looſe no time, for I am dead, 

It not deliver'd from this loathed bed. 


— 


Actus ſecundus. 
Eater Phe, Clien ut the window. 


Ci. O Ec Fbolocles, yonder's that happy ſhade, 
2 Lincothbes, 

And th · s her uſuall boure, (h-cle not be long, 

Then thou ſhalt tell axe, if fo rare an object 


Ere bleſt thine eyes before. 
Phi, Well, would (ce her once, 
Wer t but to iy t Cu. 


Ch. And whey thou doſt, remember what I told thee, 
I would not be ſo ſicke, but ſoſt looke to thy heart, 
Yonder the comes, and that's her wayting woman. 
Lencothee, and Pſecarin the 


That thou wert telling fuch a tory of 

Laſt night ro me. 
F. Tu call'd Nei Madam. 

It beares the name ot that too beautions boy, 

— —2 ing of himſcife, 

Who viewing in a ſtreame 


' Thoſe lips that onely hee never kifſe 


Dotes on the ſhadow, which to reach in vaine 
$:riving, he drownes, thus (Corning all beſide 


For the loy'd ſhadow the faire ſubſſ nce dy d. 


| — I 
| 2 


Len. Fie, ſie, I like not theſe 1impoloible tales, 
A man to fail in love with his owne ſhadow, 


The Heire, 


Pe. Madam I know not, I have often ſcene 

Bin men and women court the look ing glaſſe 
Wich ſo much ſeeming contentation, 
That I could thinke this true, nay weareit about um 
As lovers doe their Miſtte le counter eit. 

Lex. Thats not for love, but to correR their beauties 
An dra irom others admiration, 
ot all che comfort that our fc give 
Voto our icives i but reflection 
Ol that taire liking that ano her tekes 

Cler, 1 wenld we were a littſe neeret um 
We might but heare what tulke thele wenches have 
W hen they are, F witrant ſome good fhuffe. 

P14, Tis happineſſe enough forme to ſee 
The motion of ber lips. | 

(lr. Vfaithist thereabouts, 
W by Phivecler. what loſt alre { 
Strooke dead with one poere glance ? oke up for ſhame 
And tell me bow thoulikeſt my judgement now, 
Now thou dot ſhe.” / 5 

Phi. Ah too well, 11224. 
Too well I ſee what 1 ſhall never taſt, 
Yon Ladies beanty : ſhe muſt needes be cruell 
(Though her faire ſhape deny it) to the ſonne 
Of him that is her fathers enemy. 
That, ( lerimont, that fatall differcnce _ N 
Checkes my deſite, and ſiakts my ti ſiug hopes, 
But love's atorrent violent if ſtopt, 
And I amdefperately mad : I maſt 


I muſt be hers, or eiſe I muſt not be. | 
Cler. Containe that paision that will elſe orewhelme 
All virtue in you; all thariscall'd gan, N 


And ſhould be yours, take my advice my heart 

My life to ſecond you, let us conſult, 

Y ou may find time to {peake to her and woe her. 
Phbs, May, nay I will in ſpight of deſtiny, 

Let women and taint hearted fooles complaine 
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Inlanguiſhing deſpaire, a manly love 

Dares ſhew it lelfe and preſſe to his deſires 
Through thickeſt troopes of horrid oppoſites, 
Were there athonſand waking Dr ſet 
To keepe that golden fruit: I would attempt 
T plucke and talt it, tis the — crownes 

A brave atchicvement : what it I ſh-uld goe 
Aud boidly woe her in her fathers houſe 

In ſpight of enmity, what could they fay ? 

Cle, Twere mainefle that not witdome : raſh attempts 
Betray the means. but never work: the end. 

Phs. She would not hate a man tor loving her, 

Or it ſhe did, bettet be once deny d 
Then live ſot evet hapleſſe. 
Cle. But take time, 
The ſecoad thoughts our wi'e men ſay are beſt. 

Phi. Delay 's a double death, no I have thought 
A means, that ſtraight Ile put in c xccut io, 

Ile write a letter to her preſently, 
T ake how it will. 

Cle. A Letter, whe ſhall carry it? 

Phi. Ilc tell thce when I have done, haſt thou pen and 
inke in thy Chamber. 

Cle, Ves, there is one upon the table, Ile ſtay here at 
the vv indou, and vvateh vyhcther ſhe ſtay ot not, vv hat 
a luddaine change is this. 

Lew, Did not Count Virre promiſe to be here 
To day at dinner. 

P/e, Ves Madam that he did, and I dare ſvycare 
He vvill not breake. 

Lew. He net des not, he is rich enough, unleſſe 
He ſhould breake in knavery, as ſome of our Merchants 
doe novv adaics. 

P/e. Break: promiſe Madam IT meane, and thathe vv il 
not for your fake, you knovy bis burtinefle, 

Leu. 1 vvculd I did not, he might (pare his paiges 
And thatunuſuall colt, that he beſtovves 
C 3 la 
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lnpranki himſelfe, and plcaſe me better. 

Þle, ———— ev or dg his Barbar, 
For they got more for your lake by their Lord 
Then they have gotthis twenty yeares before. 

Len. Ah Pſcces, Pſccas, can my father thinke 
T hat I can love Count Verve, one fo old 
l bat were enough to make a march unfit) 
But one ſo baſe, a man that never lov'd 
For any thing call'd good, but droſſe and pelfe. 
One that would never, had my Brother liv'd, 
Have mov d this ſuite, no l can never loue him, 
But canſt thou keepe a i«cret firmly Pſecas ? 

Pſe. Doubt me not Madam. 

Lew, Well, De tell thee then, 
1 love, alas, I dare not lay I love him, 
But thcre's a young and able Gentleman, 
Lord Emphaecs ſonne, my fathers enemy, 
— — 

etch d even to envy in i 
Once from a indo my vleas'd eye beheld 
This yourhfull Gallant as hee rode che ſtreet 
On a corvetting Courſer, who it ſecurd 
Knew his faire loade,and with a proud diſdaine 
Checkt the baſc earth, my father being by, 
I ask't his name, he told me PH, 
The ſonne and Heire of his great enemy : 
Indge Pſeca then, how my divided breſt 
Suff-r"d berweene two mceting | b 
Hatred and Love, but Love's a Deity, | 
And muſt prevaile gainſt mortalls, whoſe command 
Not /ove himſelſe could ever yet withſtand. 

cur. What is the letter done already, I ſee theſe Lo- 

vers have nimble inventions, bat bow will you ſend it ? 

Phi, Whata queſtion's that, ſeeſt thov this ſtone. 

(le. Ah, then I fee your dritt, this ſtone mult guide 
Y ur fleeting letter inthe aire, and carry it 
Tothat faire Marke you aime at. 
- Pb, 
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Ph. Hard by her.“ 

Ck. I thinke you would not hit her with ſuch ſtones 
as this, Lady looke to your ſelte, now't comes to 

Ph, Bur prichee tell mee, what doeſt thou thiake this 
Letter may doe? 

Cle. Well hope 
Tisten toon this Cody oft har hens you, 
You never liv'd obicure in Syracuſe, 
Nor walk't the ſtreets unknowne, and who can tel 
W hat place you beare in her atfeRtions, 
Lov'd or wifl.k'd ; it bad, this letter ſent 
Will make her (hew her ſco ne, if etherwiſe, 
Feare not a womans wit ſheele find a time 
To anſwer your km letter and 
W hat you deſire ſhe ſhould, then tend it boldly, 
You have a faire marke there. 

Phi. Cupid guide my arme 
Oh be as juſt blind God as chou art 
And with that powerfull hand, that ſhaft 
That 1 was wounded, wound yon tender breſt, 
There is no ſalve but that, no cure for me. 

Cle, See what a wonder it ttrikes um in, ho it ſhould 


come. 

Phs. bee l wonder more to ſce what man it comes from. 
Ci. Ilike ber well, ſhee is not aſtayd to open it. 

Shec ſtarts, tay marke ber action when ſhee has read the 

Letter. 


She reades, 


Et it not wrong this Letter that it came 

one that tr m. d to ſubſcribe hus name, 
hate, O et not hate deſcend, 

you cruell to ſo vo d a friend. 


_ 


It youlc nut promiſe love, prant but acceſſe, 
«And let me know my woes are paſt redreſſe. 
10 ge juſt then beautious Iudge,and like the Lawes 
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© Condemne me not till you have heard my cauſe, 
* W hich vv ben you have, from thoſe faire lips returne 
* Either my lite in love, or death in icorne. 
Y ours ot not, Philecler, 
Am I awake or dreame I, is it true 
Or does my flattering tancy but ſuggeſt 
What l aoſt cover. 
P. Madame the vvords ate there, 
lle ſvveare it can be no illulion. 2 
Lu. It is too goed tor truth. 
Phi. Mocke me not fortune, 
She kiſt it, ſavvſt thou her, oh friend (he kiſt ir. 
Cle, And vvith a loouke that reiliſh'd love, not ſcorne, 
Leu. I his letter may be torged, I much de ſite to know 
the certainty, N ſecas thy helpe muſt turcher me. 
Pſe. Ile not be vvanting. 
Lev. Here comes my tathet he muſt got ſee this. 
P/e. No not your tother {vyect6- heart, bee is vvith 
him yonder. 


Entcr Polumetrs, Dire, Roſeio, 


Pol. Nay noble Count you are too old a ſouldier 
To take a maides firſt uo, for a detuall, 
They vvill be nice at firſt, men mult purſue, 
That vvill obtainc, vvoc her my Lord and take her, 
You have my ſtec conſent if you get hers, 
Yonder ſhe vvalkes alone, ge comfort her ; 
Vir. lie doe the beſt I may, but vve old men 
Are but cold comfort, I thanke your Lordſhips love. 
Pol, 1 wonder Reoſcio that the peeviſh Girle 
Comes on ſo ſlovvly no pertvvaions 
That I can uſe, doe move · the letting forth 
Count irres greatnefle, vecalth and dignity 
Sec mes not to aſſect her; Accus. 
Ro. 1 doubt the cauſe my Lord, 
oc vverc not that, I dare ingage my life 


She 
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She would be wonne to love him, ſhe has plac'd 
Already ber affections on ſome other, 

Pol. How ſhould I find it out ? 

Ro. Why thus my Lord, 
There's never man nor woman that ere loy'd, 


Rat choſe ſcme boſome friend whoſe cloſe conver ſe 
$weeten'd their joyes, and eas d their burden d minds 


Of ſuch a — SC — — 
Has m y done, and vyoman 
Who ſhould ie be ? tis ſhe muſt out vvith it. : 
Her ſecrec yyif vvit cannot orereach, 
Gold ſhall corrupt, leave that to me my Lord, 
But it her —— doe yet ſtand free 
And unbequeath'd to an y, your 
And fathers juriſdiction — d 
Will make her love the Count, no kind of meancs 
muſt vyant to dravy her. 
Pos. Thou art my Oracle, 
My braine, my ſoule, my very being Roſcio, 
Wilke on and ſpeed, vv hile I but ſecond thee. 
Ck. It is even fo, Count Ve is your rivall, 
Sec hovy the old Ape {wegsup his mouldy chaps 
To fcizethe bit. 
Phi, He mult not if Ilive, 

But yet her father brings him. he has the meanes 

That I hall ever vranc. 

Revenge it nobly, make him a Cuckold boy. 
Pl. Thou jeſts that feels it not, pr ithee lets 
Cu. Stay, lle but cur ie him briefly for th 

If thou doſt marry her, mayſt thou be 

A Cuckold vvit hout profit, and nete get 

An Othce by it, nor favour at the Court, 

But may thy large ill gorte.1 treaſury 


Be ſpent in her luſt, and thine ovvne gold 
Bring thee adulterers, ſo farey yell good Count. 
exennt Phi. Cle, 
D Euter 


© Sa 
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Enter Servant, 
Jer, My Lord, there's a Meſſenger within 
Deſires acceſſe, has buſineſſe of import, 
Which to no care but yours he muſt impart. 


Enter Eugenio diſguiſed, 
Pol. Admic him, now triend, your buſineſſe with me 
Ser. It you bc the Lord Pet. 
Pol. The lame. 
Fuge. My Lord, I come from Athens with ſuch newes 
As 1 care ſay is welcome, though wnlook'd for, 
Your ſonne Ege lives whom you fo long 
Thought dead «nd mourn'd for, 
Pol, How lives! p 1 * 
Ege. Vpon my life my Lord I ſaw him w 
Within chele few dayes. 
Pol, Thankes for thy good newer. 
Reward him Ro/cie, but now tell me friend, 
Halt thou reveal'd this newes to any man 
In Syracuſe but me? 
enge. To none my Lord, 
At every place where I have ſtaid in towne, 
Enquiring for your Lordſhips houte, I heard 
Theſe tragickr, but falſe newes, the contra 
I till conceal'd, though knew, intending fir 
Your Lo:dſhipscarc ſhould drinke it. 
Fel. Worthy triend, 
I now malt thanke your wiſedome as your love. 
In this well carried action, Ile requite ir, 
Meane time pry ule my houſe, and ſtill continue 
Y our ſilence in this bufinefſe, Reſcis make him welcome, 
And part as little from him as youcan for feare. 
Ro/. Thinke it done, my Lord. 
Pol. Pſecas come hither, 
Vir. Bee like your ſelſe, let nota cruell doome 
Paſſe thoſe faire lips, that never were ordaia'd 
To kill, but to revive. 
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Neither my Lord lies in their power to doe. 
Ur. Yes ſwecte to me 
W hom your icorne kills, and pitty will revive, 
Sow, Putty is ſhew'd to men in miſery. 
Vs. And io am I, if not teliev d by you. 
Lew, Twere pride in me, my Lord, cothinke it ſo 
Vr. 1 am your beauties captive, 
Lew, Tacn my Lord, 
What greater guift then freedome can I give, 
Tis that that Captives moſt detire, and that 
You ſhall command, y are free from me my Lord. 
Vs. eur beauty contradicts that freedome Lady. 
Pel, Come noble Count, I muſt tor this time interrupt 
you, you'e find time enough within to talkc. 
Ur. Ile waite upon your Lordſhip. rennt. 
Manet Emgenio ſolu : 
Fuge. Thus in gie I have diſcovet᷑ d all, 
And tuund the cauſc ot a y reported death, 
Which did at firſt amaze me, but tis well, 
Tis todraw on the match betwerne my ſiſter 
Andthis rich Count, heaven grant it be c ntent 
As well as fortune to her, but I feare 
She cannot love bis age, bow it luce ede: 
I ſhall perceivt, and whilſt unknowne I ay, 
I cannot hurt the project, heipe I may. 


Enter Franciſce, Summer, 

Frane, This will male good woike for you in the ſpi- 
rituall Court, Shafow is a rich man. 

Sum. hole arc the men wer louke for, there's tome - 
what to be got, the Court has many buſineſſes at this time, 
but they are litle worth, a few Wayting-wom-n got wich 
child by Servmgmen or lo, le tee worth cuing 

Fra. Do not their Maſters git um with child ſomtimesꝰ 

Sum. es no doubt, but they have got a trick e to put 
um of upon their men, and for a little portion lav e their 
owue credites ; belides 2 privce marriages ate much 
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out of our way, wee cannot know when there is a fault 

Fran, Wel, theſe are no ſtarters I warrant y 
ſhal not deny it. and for the Wench ſhe need not conteſle ut, 
ſhe has a marke that will betray her. 

Sum. I thanke you ſit for your good intelligence, I hope 
tis certaine. 

Fran, Fcare not that, is your citation ready ? 

Sum, 1 bave it here. 

Fran, Well ſtep alide, and come vvben I call, I heart 
um comming. ext Sumner, 

Enter Franklin, Shallow, Luce, Parſon, 
Fran. Set tor wardthere, Franci/co what make you here? 

Franc, I come to claime my right, Parſon take heede, 
Thou art the Authuur of adultery 
if thou conjoyne this couple, ſhe s my wife. 

Frank, Your's ſauce-boxe ? 

Shal, Father, I thought ſhee had beene mine, I hope 
I ſhall not looſe her thus. 

Frank, Franci/ce, dare not to interrupt us, for I ſweare 
Thou ſhalt indure the Lawes extremity 
For thy preſumption. 

Franc. Doe your worſt, I fcare nor. 1 was contracted 
to het. 

Frank, What vine ſſe have you 

Franc, Heaven is my witneſſ, whoſe impartiall eye 
Saw our contract. 

Sha. What an Aſſe is this to talke of contracting, he that 
will get a wench, muſt make ber bigger as | have done, 
and not contract. 

Franc. Sit you are abus d. Shat. Why ſo? 

Franc, The wife you goc to marry is with child, and 
by another. 

Shai. A good jeſti'faith, make me beleeve that. 

Franc, How comes this foole poſſeſt ? 
He never touch'd her I dare ſweate. 

Frank, No more Fraxciſce as you will anſwer it, 

Parſon (et torward there. Fran. Stay, , 
| 
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If this will not ſuffice, Summer come forth. 
Frank. & Swamer,we are all betraid. Enter Sumner, 
Sum, God ſave you al., I think you gueſſc my buſime ile, 
Theſe arc to cite to the ſpitituail Court 
Y ou maſter Shatow, and you miftre ſſe Lace, 
Aske not the cau'e, for tis apparant here, 
A carnall copulation, ante 1 47r1rmoninns. 
Frank, This was a barre unlock d for, ſpiteſull Franci/co, 
Frans, Injutious Fran las, could the lawes divine 
Or humane ſuffer ſuc h an impious act. 
That thou ſhouldſt rake my true and lawfull wife 
And great with child by me, to give to another, 
Gu ling his poore ſimplicity. 
Shai, Doe you mcane me fir ? 
Sem Gallints farewell, my writ (hall be obeyd. 
Frank, Swamer it ſhall. exit Sumner, 
Pa. Ile take my leave, thet s nothing now for me to doe 
Frank, Farewell good maſter Pee. exit Parſon 
Frank, Franciſco canſt thou ſay thou ever lovedſt my 
daughter, and wouldſt thou thus diſgrace her openly ? 
Franc. No, I would winne her thus. 
And did you hold her credite halfe ſo deate 
As I, or her content, you would not thus 
Take her from me, and thruſt ber againſt ber will 
Oa this rich foole, 
Shai, Jou ate very bold with me fir- 
Franc. Let me have newes what happens deareſt Luce. 
Ln, Elſe let me die. er Franciſco, 
Frank, This was your doing Lace, it had beene unpoſ- 
ſible he ſhould ere have known the time ſo trucly elie, but 
Ile take an order next time for your blabb ing. 
Shai, What's the matter father. 
Fran, We may thank you for it,this was your haſt that 
will now ſhame us all, you muſt be doing afore your time. 
Shai, Twas but a tricke of youth father, 
Fran, And therfure now you mult cen ſtand in a white 
ſheete for all to gaze at. 
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$ha, How ? 1 would be loth to wearea ſurpleſſe now, 
tis a diſgrace the houie of the Shallewer never knew, 
Fran, Al the bope is,otficers may be brib'd,ans ſo they 
will, tw cre a hard world for us to live in elſe. 
$ha, Youlay true father, if ewere not for corruption, 
every poore taſc- ll might have jull ict as well as one of us, 
and that were a ſhame, nr Shal, Luce 
Frank, This was cunning firatagem well laid, 
But yet Franceſco thi haſt not won the prize : 
What ſhould I doe, I uſt not ler this cauſe 
proceed to tryall in the open Court, | 
For then my daughters oath will caſt the chili 
Vpon Franssſce : no, I have found a better, 
I will before the next Court-day provide 
Some needy Parton. one whole poverty 
Shall make hum feare no Canons, he ſhall marry 
My heer to rich See, when tis done 
Our gold ſhall make a ſilence in the Court. exit, 
Emer Fg, cas. 
P/e, I muſt returne your aniwer to my Lady, 
e tell her you will come. Phi. Come, 
And ſuch an Ang. 1 call, | ſhould forget 
All offices of nature, Alt hat men 
W1(h in cheir ſecond thoughts, ere ſuch a duty. 
Comm nd my iervice to her, and to you 
My thankes for this kind Me ſſage. exit e. 
I ncver breath d till now, never till now, 
Did my life teil · ſu ſweerneflegbreak not heart, 
Cracke not yee teeble Miniſters of nature 
Withinuadation of tuch {welling joy, 
Tos greatto beate without exp eſſi n: 
The lady writes t hat ſhe has knowne me long 
By — lov'd ae, and ſhe ſcemes ti thanke 
— — loves, — againe, 
very t how ſtrange it is 
And when aſfe ct ions thus can meete ; 
She writes at ſuch an houre to day, 


, 
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Her fathers abſence, and all houſehold ſpics 
Fitly remoorv'd, ſhall give acceſſe to me 
Vamark'd to viſite her, where ſhe alone 

W ill entertaine diſcourſe, and welcome me. 

I hope tis truely meant, why ſhou'd I feate ? 
But wiſedome bids me feare : tic, fic, tis baſe 
To wrong a creature of that excellence, 
With ſuch ſu(pici-n, I ſhould injure ber. 

I will as ſoone i an Angel falle, 

Treaſon nere lodg d within {o faire a breſt, 
No, it her hand betray me, I will runne 

On any danger, tisalike to me 

To die, or finde her falſe, tor on her truth 
Hangs my chicfe being, well Ile looſe no time, 
No not a minute, deareſt love I come, 

To meete my ſweeteſt wiſhes I will flie, 
Heaven and my truth ſhield me from treachery. exit, 


— 
- 


Actus tertius. 


Enter Fe, Roſcio, Eu genie, PH. 


Pol. I Cannot credite it, nor thinke that ſhe 
Of all che noble youth in Sicilics 
Should make fo ſtrange a choice,that none but he, 
None but the ſonne of my vo d enemy 
Muſt be ber mate, it ſtrikes me to amaze, 
Minion take heede, doe noe belie your Miſtrefle, 
Phe. Mercy torſake me if I doe my Lord, 
You charg'd me to c i iſ: the truth to you, 
Which I have fully done, and preſently 
lle bring you where conceal'd, you ſhall bot h ſee 
Their privacy, and keare their conference. 
Fal. Weil | beleeve thee wench,and will reward 
Thy truſt in this, goe get thee in againe, 
And bring me word when Hoc is come, 
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» As ovvne my . 
Pol 1 ball reſt thankefolltoyou': 
This mult be ſoothd leſt he marre all. 
Ro/. This vvas vvell found out my Lord,you now have 
meet to take your enemie. 
Fal. Which ble ſt occaſion I will ſo purſue 
As chilelefic Cees ſhall for ever rue. 
Rule in thy blackeſt loo e direſt V 
Alsiſtant to my put poſe, helpe me glut 
My thirſty ſouic with blood, This bold young man 
Io his rath love ſhall facrifice his life. 
Ko/. W hat courſe doe you intend, to ruine him 
Pol. V Vhy kill im y. 
A.. Ohnomy Lu 
Youlc ruc that action, thinke not that the law 
Will let ſuch murder ſlec pe unpuniſhed. 
Pel. Should I then let him go, when I have caught him? 
Ro. Yes ſir, to catch him taſter, and more lalely. 
Pol. How ſhould that be ? ſpeake man. 
Roſ, V Vhy thus my Lord; 
You knov the law ſpeakes death to any man, 
That ſteales an Heite vvithout her friends conſent, 
This muſt he doe, his love wil! prompt him to it. 
For he can never hope by your conſent 
To marry her, and ſhe tis ike vv ill give 
Conſent, for v vomens love is violent, 
Then marke their paſſage, you ſhall cafily finde 
How to ſurpriſe them at your will my Lord. 
Fel. Thou art my Oracle, deate Roſcio, 
Here's ſeca come againe ; how now vv hat rewes ? 


Pf. My Lordthey both — 2 wit h- 
You al boch heute and fee what you 0 —— 
Euter Philocles and Leacotboe 


Len, Y are welcome Nobic fir and did power 
Av vet my love, your viſitation , _ 
Should 


| 
| 
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Should be more free, and your deſerved welcome 
Expreſt in bettet faſhion. 
Pls. Beſt of Ladies, 
It is lo well, ſo excellently well, 
Comming from your wiſh d love, my barren thankes 
Wants language fort, there lies in ycut faire lookes 
More entertainement then in all the 
That the vaine Perſian ever taught the world, 
Your preſence is the welcome | expected, 
That makes it perfect. 
Lew. Tis your noble thought 
Makes good what's wanting here, but gentle friend, 
For fo I now dare call you. 
Pol, Tis well Minion, you ire bold enough I (ect 
To chaſe your friends u it heut my leave. 
Phs, Tis my ambition ever to be yours. 
Lew, Thinke me act light dears lad, fo foont 
To grant thee love, that others might have ſought 
With cagereſt purſair, and not obtain'd, 
But I was yours by fate, and long have beene, 
Before you woo'd, Lecethoc was woune, 
And youre without reſiſtance. 
P. Oh amy ftarres, 
Twas your kind influence, that hilt I dept 
In dulleſt ignorance, contriv d for me 
The way to crowne me with felicity. 
Pol. You may be deceiv'd though, 
You have no ſuch great reaſon 
Tothanke your ſtarres if you knew all. 
Phs, And know faire Miſtteſſe you have met a love, 
That time, nor fate, nor death can ever change, 
A man that but in you can have no being. 
Let this kifſe ſcale my faith. 
Pel. Nay tot againe, your ſweete mente ſhall have 
lowre lauce. 
Flu. gut ſweet. mongſt all theſe roſes thet s one 9 
E at 


The Heire, 
That prickes and galls me, our parents camity 
—— l 

Thy tather never will give his comient. 

Lew, Nel thinke, be moves me fill to Five 
That old craz'd Count, and with ſuch rehemency 
I dare ſcarce bide his preſence If I deny him ; 
Therefore we muſt be ſpeedy in cur courſe, 
31 — — 

„„ It hanke you — — 

Ro. I told you fir twould come to this at laſt, 

Phi, Oh thou haſt ſpoke my wiſhes, and haſt ſhew d 
Thy felfe in love as good as beauritull ; 

Then let's away deareſt Lebe, 

My fortunes are not poore, then feare no want, 

I bus conſtant love of ours may prove fo happy. 
To reconcile our parents camury . 

Low, Heaven grant it may. 

Pol. Never by this meancs yongſter. 

Lew, But ſoft, now I thinke better on'r, Ile not goe, 

Phi. Why deareit, is thy love fo quickely cold : 

Lew, No, but lle mt venture thee, thine is the danger, 
Thou knowſt tis death by law to leale an Heire. 
And my deare brothers moſt untimely desc h 
Hath lately ms e me one, what M thou ſhouldſt be ta ken 

Phi, Oh fare not ther, had Ia thouland lives, 

They were too ſmall a venture for fuch prize, 

I tell the: ſweet, a face not habe fo faire 

As thine, hath arm'd « hole nations in the field, 

And brought a thouſand ſhips to Tenedos, 

To facke lamented Troy, and ſhould 1 feare 

To venture one poore life, and ſuch a he 

As would be loſt in not pofſeſ ning thee : 

Come, come, make that no , when ſhall we goe ? 

Lew. This preſent evening, for to morrow morning 
My father lookes that | fhould give conſent 
To marry with the Count. 

Pbs. Beſt of all, would eyere this prefent houte 


Ile 


I; 


1. 


The Heire. 


- 


Phi. Where deareſt ? 
Lew, Eaſt from the City by a Rivers fide, 
Not diſtant halte a mile there ſtands a grove, 
Where often riding by I have obſerv'd 
A lntle Hermitage, there will I ſtay 
If I be firſt, if you, doe you the like, 
Let ti heute be ten, then ſhall I beſt eſcape, 
Phi, Nere (weeter comfort came from Angels lips 
I know the and will be ready there 
Before the lle bring a friend with me 
As true #3 mine owne heart, one Clariment, 
That may doc us good if danger happen. 
Lew Vt your pleaſure. 
Pts, Deareſt farewell, 
Hours will ſeeme yecares till we are met age. . 
Pe. Ah firrab, this goes well, girie 
for thy intelligence. hy this is a8 much as 2 man could 
deſire, the time, place,and every thing ; I warrant um they 
no further, well goe thou in and waite upon thy 
Miſtres, ſhe's melancholly till ſhe fee her ſweet · heurt 2 
„but when ſhee does, ſhee ſhall not ſee him long, 
Nase word of whats paſt among us for your life. 
Pe. 1 warrant you my Lord. 
Pol. ie not ſo much as ſhow anangry looke, or any to- 
ken that I know of any of their proceedings, but Neffe, 
wee muſt lay the place ſtrongly, if they ſhould ſcape us l 


were prettily fool'd now after all this. 
Ke. — * — wy Lord, weele goe ſtrong 
b, I chinke ic it wee tooke 3n Officer along 


with us to countenance it the better. 
Pol. Thou ſayſt well, 1 lle goe my ſelſe a- 


ich to, I love to I 
— with us too fir? — Cane 


Es, 1 ür, you ſhall command my ſervice when you 
are ready. 


E 2 Pol. 


The Heire. 
Pol. Now En, what I did but barely act 

Thy bleeding heart (hall ſcele, loſſe of a ſonne, 

If Law can have his courſe, as who cun let it, 

I know thouthink'it mine dead, and in thy heart 

Laugheſt at my falling bouſe, but let them laugh 


That winne the prize, things nere ate knowne tiil ended 
exennt Pol, & Rev. 


F ug endo ſom, 


Euge, Well, 1 like my fiſters choice, ſhee havraken a 
man whole very lookes and carriage ipeake him wort hie: 
beſides hee is noble, his fortunes ſuthcient , they both 
love cach other, what can my father more deſire, that 
hee gapes ſo attet this old Count. that comes for the eſtate, 
as tother upon my ſoule does not, but pure ſpotleſſe love, 
but now hispl-t is for revenge upon his old enemy: fic, 
fic, tis bloodie and unc hriſtian, ay foule abhorres ſuch 
acts, this matcb may rather reconcile car houſes, and I de- 
fire w here worth 15 to have friendſhip, as on My ſoule tis 
there. Well Phulecler, I hope to call thee brother. Some» 
what lle docs, lle goe periwad=: Count Vere not to love 
ker, I know the way, an4 Ile but teil him truth, het bro- 
ther liv $, that wil coole his love quickelic ; but loft, here 
comes the Count as fit as may bee · 


Enter Cr. 


Vir, She loves me not yet, but that 8 no matter, I (hall 
have ber, her father faics I (hall, and I dare take his word, 
maides are quickely over-rul'd, ah ha, methinkes Tam 
growne younger then I was by tyventic yeares, this for- 
tunc cui upon mr, is bettet then Aſeares charme, to make 
an old man young againe, to have i Lords eſtate f:eelic be- 
flovved , and vvith it ſuch a beautic as would warme 
Neſtor: bloud, and make old Tria luſtic. Fortune I ſec 
thog loveſt mee novy, Le build a Templeto thee — 


The Heire 


and adore thee as the greateſt Deitie, Now, what 
are you? 

Enge, A poore ſcholler my Lord, one that am little be- 
holding to fortune. 

Us, So are mot of your proſeſs ion, thou ſhouldeſt 
take ſome more thriving occupation, to bec a ludges 
man, they are the braveſt now adayes, or a Car- 
—_— Pander, that were a good profeſsion and 

my" 

S But not lavvfull my Lord. 

Deere Lavviull' That Cardinall may come to bee 
Pope, and then hee could pardon thee and himſelſe 
co. 

Enge, My Lord I was brought up a ſcholler , and 1 
thanke you for your counſell, my Lord I have ſote for 
you, and therefore I came. 

N. For me, what I prithee ? 

Fage., Lis — — and comcetrnes you neere. 

J's. Speake what ist? 

Fuge. My Lord, you e to martie old Polimete, 
daughcer . 

LW. AndHeirc, 

Enge, No Heire my Lord, her brother is alive 

I's, Hov | thou art mad. 

Fuge. My Lord, vvyhat I fpeake is true, and to my 
knovviedge his father gives it out in policie to matt ic 
his daughter the better. to hooke in ſuitors, an ſpecially 
aim d at you, thinking you rich and coveroaus, zn now 
ha: caught you. 

V's. Yar doſt thou mocke me ? 

Eee. Let me bee ever milerable if I ſpeake not truth, 
a$ ſure as 1 am bere Expens lives, | know it, and know him 
where hc is. . 

I's, Where prithee ? 

eue. Not a dates journey hence, where his father en- 
joyned him to ſtay till your match, and tends word to lum 
of this plot : beſides I over-heare the old Lord, and his 

S 2 


The Hare. 


man Rocio at you for being canghe thus. 

Ver. — — 

b. —— entertainement, which 1 

reveng' 
- Beſhrevy my heart I knowe not — 

25 tis like enough , this Lord was alws | 
bey u meaſure, and it ama d mee that hee 
lo extreame kinde to mee on the ſuddaine, ud grov 
all chis : beſides this fellovve is ſo confident, and on no 
e dcs of couſcnage that I can iet; evell, Ivvould faine 
enjoye her, the V Venchiis delicate, but I vwould have the 
eſtate too, nud not be guli'd, what ſhall I doe ? now braines 
if ever you will, helpe your Maſter. 

Emnge. Ie tings $ him. 

Vs. Well, fo fir, what may I call your name ? 

Fuge, ru my Lord. 

Us. Your name, as well as your attire, ſpeakes yd 


poore. 

Enge. Lam ſo, 

Yi. And very poore. 

Very poore, 

—4 Would you not gladly take a courſe to get monic 
and a great ſumme of money. 
22 Yes gladly, if your Lordſhip would but ſhe we 
the way. 

Us. Harke ye. 

Enge, Oh my Lord, Confricace, 

Vs. Fie, never talke of conſcience, and for Law thou 
art f ce, for all men thinke him dead, and his father will be 
aſhamed to follow it, having alreadie given him for dead, 


and then — it? Come be wile, Gre hundred 
crownes Ile give. 

Enge, Well, tis povertic that does it, and not I, when 
ſhall I be paid ? 

ir. 1 — 

Er ge. Well give axc it my Lord, 

Jie. Thoult, * 


Ergee. 


— edt Xs... At... 


Would frame at 


Aud tach afri 


The Hiire. 
In writing,to be paid es I luve polſoned him, 
4 —— f a 
———— 
Zuge. And this (hall ſdop thy momh for ever Count. 
Lew #11ee (ola. 


Lew. There is no crexture here, I am the firſt, 
Mc thinkes thus fad and folitaric place 
Shoula ſtrike a terrour to ſuch hearts as mine ; 
Bat love has made mc b. , the time has beene, 
In ſuch a place as this I ſhould have feat d 
Each rowling leafe, and crembled at a reede 
my fearefull tancie 


epparicions : 
And worke ſome feare cur of my veric ſhadow : 
I wonder Phalecler is rardie thus, 
W hen laſt we parted, everie houre, he ſaid, 
Would ſecme a yeare til we were met 
It ſhould not ſeerme ſo by the haſt he , 
Lie fit and reſt me, come | know he will. 


Emer Phuloclerand Clariment. 


Phi. This Chr., this is the happie place 
W here | ſhol mecre the tum ne of all my joyes, 
And bee poſſeſt of ſuch a Trenfuric 
As wo Id enrich a Monarch. 
Law, T his is his voice, my Pholocles, 
Phi. My life, wy foute,w hat here before me, 
Oh thou dolt (til ourgoe me, and doſt make 
All my en ſeavouri poore in the tequital 
Of chy large favours, but I forger my ſelſe, 
Sweet bid my fricnd here welcome, this is he 
That I dare truſt next mine owne heart with ſecrets. 
But why art thou diſguiſed thus ? 
Law. | dorſt not venture eiſe to make eſcape. 
Phi. Even now me thinkes Iſtand 25 1 would with 
out me, ſach a love 
i hae can be added more 


= 


The Heire. 


To make a man live happie, thou darke grove, 
That baſt beene call'd the ſeate of melancholy, 
And ſhelter for the diſcontented ſpirits: 

Sure th u art wrong'd, thou ſeem it to me a place 
Of tolace and content, a Paradiſe, 

That giveſt me more then ever Court could doe, 
Or richeſt Palace, bleſt be thy faite ſhades, 

Let birds of muſickc ever chant it kere, 

No croking Raven, or ill-boading Owle 

Make hcre their balefull habitat ion 

Frighting thy walkes, but maiſt thou be a grove 
W hereloves faire Queene may take delight to (port : 
For under thee two tfaithfull lovers meete, 
— Lencother lo (ad? 


Whyis m 


Lew. | 


now no cauſe, but I would faine be gone 


Fh. Whither (weete ? 
Lew, Any whither from hence. 
My thoughts divine of treaſon, whence I know no: 
There is no creature knowes our meeting here 
Pur cnc, and that s my maid, ſhe has becne truſtic 
And will be ſtill I hope, but yet I would 
She did not know it, prithee let's aua 
Any where elſe we are ſecure from danger, 
Then let's remove, but prithee be not fad. 
W har noiſe is that? ie Within, 
Lew, Ay me. Piu. Oh fearenot Love. draw. 
Enter Pelumetes, Reſco, Eugenio and Officers, 
Pos! Vponum Othcers, yonder they are. 
Phi, Theeves, Vilaines. 
Pol. Thow art the Thicte and the Villaine too, 
Give me my daughter thou Rav iſher. 
Phi, Firſt take my life. 


Fel. Vpon um I (ay, br, 
Knock um downe Others if they reſiſt, they are 4 wa 

Lew, Oh they areloſt ab wicked, wicked P. 

Pel. So keepeum taſt, weele have um faſter ſhortly 
and for you Minton, Le tie a clogge about yeur necke for 


! unaing 


M 

— Oh ſir 
For love of you, if need had fo 
Thinke not my mind 

Pol. —— — 
You may diſcharge hum, he's but an affiſtane. 
Lew. O (hay and heare me yet, heare but à word 
And that my laſt ir may be, doe nor pill 

The life of him in whom my life ſubſiſta, 
Kill not two lives in one, remember fir, 
I was your daughter once, once you did love me, 
— — —" . 
| Tomake a father murderer of his c 
For ſo you are in taking of his life. 

Ohthiake noe fir that I will ſtay behind him. 
Whil't there be Aſpes, and knives, and burning coles, 
— in her great example 


Pls Ae where will ſorrow ſtay, 
— —— —— 
Not puniſhment cnoug offence, 
But haſt her griefe be added co affict ms Þ 
Drie up thoſc pearles deareſt Lencorboe, 
doubly miſcrable, 
Preſerve that life, that I way after death 
» take comfort deare, 


coplc 
thou, 
kde meat ar th aus 
as great as thine, 
? 


3 2 was 
* 11 —— ? Officers away with him; 
r PH,. 


F 


lie 


The Heire. 


Ne be yout keeper, but Ile looke better to you; 
Bur Rocio you and 1 muſt aboutthe bulineliet. 


Sir let it be your charge to watch my daughter, 
And foe (he fend no mctage any whither, 
Nor reccive any. exennt. 
Ata , & Lencothes, 
Eee. It ſhall my Lord. Ile bee an none ſhall 
come here I warrant you. My very heart to ſet 
two ſuch lovers ſo lo. I muſt condemne 


my father, het g too cruell in this action, and did not na- 
X FEE 
malice thas upon 
the faithfull lover of his owne daughter, 2 
for ſhould it come to paſſe as hee expects it ſhall, I chinke 
it woul . kill ber too, ſhe takes it ſo: — >, 
amazement now ſhe ſtands, her has ſpent it lelſe 
facre that it has lett her it grieves mec thus 0 
ſee her, I can ſcarce forbeare revealing of my ſelſe to ber, 
but that I keepe it for a better occaſion when things ſhall 
better anſwer to my purpoſe : Lady. 
Lew, What are you? 


He might be ſto his care better for me. 
Ew. I came but lately to him, nor doc I meane 
to ſay with him, in the meane time Lady 
ight I but doe you any ſervice. 


He doe it , or any thing elſe 


- 4 e 


goe with you. 
Ewe. Tu act for thanks or meede 


And my father both will croſſe i would venture 
If I could get but thither. — 
Es. That's in ay power 
To give you liberty, your father leſt 
Me to be your keeper, but in an act 
So meritorious 83 this I will not hinder you, 
Nay Iwill waize upon you tothe Court. 
Grant = Powers above, if Vi gives = = 
If a true lovers ba! — 


The Heire, 


Actus quartus 
Enter Franciſco reading a Letter, 


Fram, Y deareſt L, were thy old Sire as j 
— — — 4 
Had never met theſe x 


All m deſignes as yet, practiſes 

That j (ce are fruſtrated, 

Tor as my faire intelligencer writes 

He «will before the next Court day provide 
Some carelefle Parſon, that in of lawes 

Shall marry her to Shale ; this being done, 

He meanes to hold the Courts ſeverity 

In by a golden bit, and ſo he may, 

Alas it is too true, I mult prevent it, 

And that in time, before it grow tos farre ; 

But how ? there lies the poim of difficultic: 

But what ſtrange ſight is this t hat greetes mine eyes? 


*Alphbon/s my old 1 — — he. 


eAl. — — — 
Toſt by the ſtormes of fortune too and fro, 
Has gratious heaven given me leave to tread 
My native earth of Sicilie, and draw | 
Danton || 

noble | | 

Has beene ſo grations, as to blefle mine eyes | 
Once more with ſigtt of wy moſt honcured Maſter. 

Al. Kind the icates of joy that I have ſpent 
To greet my native countrey have quite robb'd | 
Mine eyes of moiſture, and have lett me none 


To aaſwer thy aſfection : but tell mee, 

Teil ane how thou bait liv d in ðy tacuſe 

Thelec five yeares here, ſince that umuckit ſtorme 
Divided us at fea. 


Fras, 


The Heire. 
Fran, Faith poerely fr, 

As one that knowes ao kindred nor alliance, 

Vaknowne of any have I ſhifred eur, 

But I have heard you ſay that I was borne 
yraculc,cell axe what ſtoche I come of, 


At, Yes noble youth thou art the ſecond fonne 
To old Lord E. man more worthy 
And truely noble never drew this aire ; 

name's Lyſandro, this diſcoveric 

Will be as weicome to your friends as you. 

Fran, Y ou doc amaze me ſir. 

Al. Ile tell you all, 
It was my fortune twentie ycare agoe, 
Vpon the Tyrrhene ſhore, whoſe ſea digides 
This Ile from Italy, to keepe a fort 
Vander your noble father, where your ſelſe 
Then but a child, was left ta my ruition, 
W hen ſuddainche the rude aflailing force 
Of ſtrong ita lun Pyrates ſo prevail'd, 
As to ſut ptiſall of the fort and us. 
Your name and noble birth I then conceal d 
Fearing ſome outrage from the enmitie 
Of thole fell Pyrates,and fince from your ſelſe 
I purpolcly have kept the knowledge of it, 
As lot h to grieve your preſent milcric 
With knowledge of what fortunes you had loſt 
That this is true, you ſtraight ſhall ſeerh'e#-R, 
Ile goe acquaint yoar father with the tokens, 
And make his orejoy'd heart leape to embrace 
Thee his ne found and long forgotten ſonne. 
F 3 


Fra 


The Heire. 


Fran, W Captaine, your preſence was alwaies 
— — but this unlook'd for newes, 


crit 


find meancs to quite \ 


This was my ſuit (till to the Powers above 


To make me worthic of thy conſtant love, 
But Ile about the project I intended. exit Franci/co, 
Unro and Polrmetey, 


Pol. VVby now my Lord you are neerer to her love 
then t ver you were yet, your rivall by this accident (hall 
be remov'd out of the way, for before the ſcornefull girle 
would oever fancie any man elſe. 

Di. I conceive you (ir, 

Pal. Ilabour'dit for your lake as much as for my own, 
to remove your rivall and my enemie, you have your love, 
and I have my revenge. ; 

Fr. I ſhall live my Lord to give you thankes ads 
but *ewil! be after a ſtrange manner, if Ira has diſpatch'd 


what hee was hired to, then my kind Lord I ſhall be a lit- 
tle too cunning for you. 
Pol. > 00g — ing. 
Fir, Ithanke his Ma jeſtie, I have his carts before an- 
125 
0 no par » you 
thing; I know Expizes will be ſolliciti — 
r. I warrant you my Lord no paſſes w hill 


am there, Ile bee a barre betwixt him and the King, but 
hcarke the King apptocht 8. 
ntet King with atrondants, 

Abe. Health to your Majeſtie. 

King. Count Virre, and Lord Polimetes welcome 
You have beeve ſtrangersat the Court of late: 
But I can well cxcuſc you Count, you are about a wife, 
A young one and a faire one too they ſay, 


Set 


The Heire 
Get me young ſouldiers Count, but ſpeake 


W hen is the day ? 1 mcane to be your gueſt, 
You ſhall not ſteale a i 


tended 
K , Vir. My promiſed wife 
— ſt Ane away by Pbilecles, 


u ſonne, againſt her fathers will, 
Who um and apprehended them, 
The Law may right us fir, if it may have courſe. 
King. No reaſon but the Law ſhould have his ccurſe. 


Enter Epe. 

Emp. Pardon dread Soveraigne, pardon for my ſonne- 

Kher. Your ſonne, Lord Exphaes, what is his offence ? 

Exp. No hainous one my Liege, no plot of treaſon 
— lah ll perſon or your ſtate, 

- $ would bl _— 
For ſuch a foule offence, no cryi 
Hath Rain'd his innocent hands, his fault was love, 
Love my deare Liege, unfortunately he tooke 
The daughter and ficire of Lord Pester, 
Who followes him, and ſeekes extremitic, 

Pol. I ſecke but law, Iam abus d my Liege, 
Juſtice is all I beg, my daughter's ftolae , 
Staffe of my age, let the law doe me right, 

Vir. —_— _ — — knee, 
My promis'd wiſe is , onne 
Of that injurious Lord, juſtice I crave. 

Ewp. Be like thoſe Powers above, whoſe place on carth 
You repreſent, ſhew mercie gracious King, 
8 

P ercie is ings prerogative, 

Tis jalticels his office, dn ee 


He can u BO man, no man can 
— Gre 2 — 
From the wrong d partie, that law would give him: 


Sy. eee general tearmer, 


The Heire. 


She cinaot pittie Where occaſion ſerves, 
The living law cm moderate her rigour, 
And that's the King. 
Pol. The king I hope in this will not doe ſo. 
Emp. Tis malice makes thee ſpcake, 
Hud hearted Lord, hadſt thou no other way 
To wreake thy cankred and long ſoſtred hate 
Vpon wy head but thus, thus bloudilic 
By my ſonnes — — for ſuch a fault 
As thou ſhouldſt love him rather, is thy daughter 
Diiparag d by his love, is his bloud baſe, 
Or are his fortunes ſunke ? this law was made 
For {ach like cautions, to reſtraine the baſe 
From wronging noble perſons by attempts 
Ot lach a kind, but where cqualitie 
Mcetes in the match, the is pardonable. 


Enter Leacethec, 


Lew. Mercie my Soveraigne, mercie gracious 
Pol. Minion who ſent for you, twert more 
For ye u to be at home. 
Kang. Let her alone, ſpeake Ladie, 
I charge you no man interrupt her. 
Lew, It ever pittie touch d that princely breſt, 
If ever V itgines teares had to move, 
Or it you cver lov'd, and felt the pangs 
Thar other Lovers doe, pittie great King, 
Pittie, and pardon two unhappie Lovers. 
K ing. Your life is not in queſtion. 
Lawn, Yes royall fir, 
If Law condemne wy Hai, he and 1 
Have but one heart, and can have bar one fate. 
E.. Excellent vert ue, thou hadſt not this from thy father. 
King. There's muſicke in her voice, and in her 
More then a mortall beautic : Oh my heart 


— 
e ua more convey 
Quickely Liay, Bee. ee 


The Heire. 
Dir. I told you what he would doe, Iknew 
He would not heare of a pardon, and I againſt it, 
He reſpets me. 

Pol, cate bodewang Lord, 

I like - - —_ 

King, But 
Stay Ladic, let me beare you. beſhrew my heart 
My minde was running of anather matter. 

Vir. Where the devill hath bis minde beene all «hit 
while, perhaps hee heard none of us neither, we may cenc 
tell our tales againe. 

Pol. No (ure he beard us. but tis very ſtrange, 

King. Tis ſuch a tempting poiſon I draw in, 

I cannot ſtay my draught, riſe up Lache. 
. Never untill your graces pardon raiſe me; 
There's pittic in your eye, oh ſhew it ſir, 
Say pardon gracious King, tis but a word 
And ſhort, but welcome asthe breath of life. 

King. Ile further hearethe manner of this fact, 
Avoide the preſence all but the Ladie, 

And come not till I ſend, 
Pol. 1 like not this. 
Vir. Nor I, here is mad dancing. 
Enp. Heaven blefle thy ſute. thou mirrour of thy ſox, 
And beſt example of true conſtant love, 
That in the (ca of thy tranicendene vertues 
Drown'> all thy fathers malice, and redeem'®t 
__ x thoughts then all thy kin can loſe. run. 
+ Now Laie, what would you doe to fave the life 
of his you love ſo dearclic ? 

Lew, I cannot thiake that thought I would not docs 
Lay it in my power, and beyond my power 
I w attempt. 

King, Jou would be thankfall then tome, 
If I ſhould his pardon. 

Les, It ever | were thankefull to the Gods 

For all that I call inc, my —_ aad being. 


Couis 
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Could I to you be unthankeful for agift 
value more then thoſe, and without which 
Theſe bleſsings were but weariſome. _ | 
K ing. Thoſe that are thankefull ſtudie to requite a cur- 
teſie, would you doe ſo? would you requite this tavour ? 
Zu, | cannot fir, 
For all the ſervice I can doe your Grace 
Is but my dutie, you are my Soveraigne, 
And all my deedes to you are debts not merites. 
But to thoſe powers above that can requite, 
That from their waſtleſſc treatures heape rewards 
More out of grace then merits on us mortalls, 
To thoſe le eve: pray that they would give you 
More bleſsings then 1 have skill ro aske. 
King. Nay but Lewcotbee, this hes in thy power to te- 
quite, thy love will make requicall, wiit thou love me? 
Lew, It ver did my Lord. 
I was inſtructed from my infancie, 
To love and honour you my Soveraignes 
King. Bat ina ncerer bond of love. 
Lew, There is no nec ret nor no truer love 
Then that a loyall ſubjeR beares a Prince. 

K ing. Scill thou wilt not conceive mee, I moſt deale 
plaine with you, wile thou lie with me, and I vill ſeale his 
pardon preſentlie ; nay more, lic heape upon you both all 
favours, all honowrs that a Prince can give. 

Lew, Oh mee unhappie | 
In what a fad dilemma ſtands my choice, 

Either to loſe the man my ſoule moſt loves, 
Or ſave him by a deed of tuch diſhonour 
As he will ever loath me for, and hate 
To draw that breath that was fo balelie 
Name ane thing but that to fave hit life, 
I know you doc but tempr ay ſrailt ic fir, 
I know your royal thou hrs could never loop 
Io ſuch a foule diſhonourable act. 
King, Betbhinke thy ielfe, there is no way but that, 
Ilwcart 
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I ſweare by heaven never to pardon him 
Bar upoa thoſe conditions. 
Lew, Oh 1 am miſcrable. 
Kg, Thou art nor if not wilfall, yield Zawcothes, 
It hal be ſecrer, P hodocles tor bus lite 
Shail thanke thy love, but , ver know the price 
Thou paidſt for it; be wiſe thou heardſt me tweare, 
I cannot now (h. w mercie, thou maiſt fauc him, 
And it he die, tis thou that art the Tyrant. 

Lew. I ſhould be fo it I hould Hive bim thus, 

Nay 1 ſhould be a Traytor eo your Grace, 
Berray your ſoule to ſuch a foe as luſt, 
But ſince your cath is paſt, deare Phulocles 
Ile ſhew to thee an honeſt crueltie, 

And rather follow ih e in ſpot fe death, 
Then buy with ſinning a 41ſhonour'd ute. 

King. Vet pittie me Len etbes, cute the wound 
Thine eyes have made, pittie a begging King, 
Vocharme the ckarmes of thy bewitchiug tace 
Or thru wilt leave me dead: will nothing move thee, 
Thou art a witch, a Traytor, thou haſt ſought 
By unreſiited ipeils thy Soveraignes life : 

W ho are about us, call ja the Lords againe, 
Lord eli ei, take your daughter to you, 
Kcepe her at home. 

Pol. I will my Liege, Rocio ſee her there, I wonder 
what In done. 

K Enphuct T have tane a ſolemne oath 
Never to grant a pardon to thy ſonne. 

Fap. Oh ſay nut fo my Leige, your Grace I know 
Has mercy tor a _ fuk ea this, 

King. My oath is paſt and cannot be rec all d. 

Pol. This is beyond our wiſhes. 

Us, W hat made himſweare this I wonder ? 

Emp. & heavie oath to me, and moſt ualook'd for. 
Your j ſtic: fir has fer a period 
Vito a loyall hoe, a famuie 

G 3 That 


The Heire. 
That have beene props of the Sicyliancrowne, 
That with their bloods in many an honoured field, 
Gaisſt the hot French, and Neopolitan 

Have (crv'd for you and your great Anceſtors, 
Their children now can never mere doc ſo, 
Farewell — ſoveraigne, — teares 
Spend the tad remnant ot my c age, 

lie pray for your long life, and | , 
And may your Grace and your irlc 

At neede finde hands as good, and hearts as true 
As ours have evcr beene. 

King. farewell good old man. 

Emp, For you my Lord,y: ur crueltie has deſerv d 
— — p 
Your daughters — has weigh'd down your malic” 
Heaven proſper her. - Pol, Amen, 

King, He is mn hogeſt man, and truelie noble, 

Oh my raſh oath, my luſt that was the cauſe, 
Would anic price would buie it in ag ine. 

Vi. Your Majcſhe is juſt, 

Pol. Tis a happic land 
W here the King ſquares his actions by the law. 

King. Away.you nie date and bloodie, 

That tecd your malicc with pretence of juſtice, 
Tis ſuch as you make Princes tyrannous, 

And hated of their tubj i Rs, but locke to'r, 
Looke your owne heads ſtand faſt, tor if the law 
Doe find a hole in your coates, beg no mercie. 

Dir. Pardon us my. Lord, we were wrong d. 

Pol. Aud fut teureſſe but by a law full courſe. 

King, Well leave me done. 

Vir. farewell my Liege, now let him chafe alone» 

Pal. Now we have our ends. *. 

King. Is there ao meanes to ſave him, tio way, 

To get a difpenfation ſor an o. 
None that I know, except the Conrt of Rome 
Will grant onc, that's wel} thought on, 


I will 
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I will not ſpare for gold, and that will doe it, 
Nicanoy, Nia. Sir. 
King. What booke is that 
Thou hadſt from Paris about the price of finnes ? 
Nie, Tus called the Taxes of the Apoſtelicall Chancery. 
K ing, 1s there a price for any finne ſet downe ? 
Nie. Any fir, how hainous ere it be, 
Or of what nature, fur ſuch a ſumme of money 
As is ſet downe there, it ſhall be remitted. 
K ing. That's well, goe fetch the book pteſentlie. 
Nis. I will my Lord. * Nicaner 
King. Jute there is per jurie 
Among the reſt, and I (hail know what rate 
It beares before | have committed it. 
How now, haſt brought it ? Nie. Yes lir, 
King. Reade, | would know the price of perjurie. 
Nie, I ſhall find it quickelie, here's an Index. Head. 
| Impr. For murder of all kindes, of aClergic-man, of 2 Lay- 
man, of father, mother, ſonne, brother, lifter, wile. 
K ing. Reade till you come at pet jutie. 
Nie. Item, for impoyloning,cncbanments, witc hetaſt, 
facriledge, fimonic, and their kind and branches. 
Item, pro lapſu cu, fornication, adulterie, Inceſt with- 
out anie exception, or diſtinction; for ſodomie, btutalitie, 
or anie of that kind. | 
K img, My heart ſhakes with horrour 
To beate the names of ſuch deteſted linnees, 
Can theſe be bought for any price of monie, 
Or doe theſe merchants but deceive rhe world 
With their falſe wares? no more of that ſo le touke, 
I wiil not now Knew what I came to know, 
I woul4 not for the world redeeme my oath 
By ſuch a courſe as this. no more Nicaner, 
| Valefle thou finde a price for Atheiſme. 
— wr Ar 
avet he of another that ma prove. 
Ard both diſcharge — fave his life. 
G 3 Nicanes 
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Mean rumme pteſentlie, call Aſatho hither, 
Matho be Lawyer, command him to make haſt, 
Ilons to be teſolv d. 

Nie. Irunne fir. 

King, He is a ſubtle Lawyer and may find 
Some point, that in the Lawes obſcuritie 
Lies hid from us, ſome point may doe us good, 
I have ſcene ſome of his profeſſion 
Out of a cafe as plaine, as clearc as day 
Io our cake judgements, and no doubt at firſt 
Meant like our thoughts by thote that made the Law, 
Picke out ſuch hard inextricabl- doubts, 
That they have ſpun a ſute ot ſcven yeares lorg, 
And lead their hood-winke Clients in a wood, 
A moſt irremeable Labyrinth, 
Till they have quite conſum'd um, this they can doe 
In «ther caſes, why not as well in this. 
I have ſeene others could extend the Law 
Vpon the wracke, or cut it ſhort againe 
To their owre private prokts, as that thiefe 
Crucll Procraſtes lecy'd his hap eſſe gueſts, 
To fit them to his bed ; Well I hall ice, 
I would Nice were return'd again, 
I would faine caſe my conicience of that oath, 
That raſh and inconliderate oath I couke, 
But ice, here they are comming. 

Enter Maths, 

Ala. Health to my ſoveraigne 

K ing. Maths, welcome. 
I ſunt for thee about a buſineſſe 
I would create thy helpe in. 


Ma, Your iighneſſc may command my ſet vice in that, 


or any thing ics in my power. 
K mg. Iis tu decide x caſe that troubles me. 


Ma. It un Ie within the comple of my knowledge, I 


will reſolve unt High ſſe preſentlic. 
King. Ihen thus it is, Lord Ebel ſunne, 


Young 
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Y Philocks, has latelie ſtolne away 
The hter and Heire of Lord Polamnerer, 
Who is his enemie, he following bim hard = 
Has apprehended — — 
Io morrow morning: thou haſt this newes. 
As. | ave my Lic ge, with every circumſtance 
That can be on inthe buſineſſe. 
Kmg. And what will be the iſſue of the Law ? 
. Ma, He muſt die fort, the caſe is plaine, unlefſe 
Your Grace will grant his pardon. 
King. But can there bee no meanes thought upon to 
fave him by the law ? 
Ma, my Lord. 
King. Sarche there may, ſpeake man, Ile give thee 
doublc tecs. 
Gas, It cannot be my Liege, the ſtitute is plaine. 
King. Nay now thou art too honeſt, thou ſhouldſt coz 
As other Lawyers doe, firſt take my money, 
And then tel! me thou canſt doe me no good. 
Ada. I dare not undertake it. couldit be done, 
Ide goe as farre as anic man would doe. 
Kis. Ves if twere to cut a poore mans throat youconld, 
For ſome rich griping Landlord you coul grind 
The face of his povre Ten unt, ſtreteh the law 
To ſerve his turne, and guided by his Angels, 
Speake Oracies more then the tongues of men, 
hen you could find exceptions, treter vations, 
Stand at a word, a ſillable, a letter, 
Or coine {ome ſcruples out of your owne brathes, 
But in a caſe ſo full of equit e, 
So charitable as this, you can ſind nothing, 
I ſhall for ever hate all your pro eſſion. 
Ma. I doe beſeech your Highn«fle to excuſe me, 
I cannot de more then your lawes wil let me, 
Nor falkifie my knowledge, nor my conicience. \ 
Kay. Then 1 am aicrabie, riſe Aub rite, 
I dox 
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doe not diſcommend thy homeſt ic, 
Bar blame cy os bard fare, Plus 
1 would redeeme thy lite at anie price, 
* the ſtats ctoſſc it,cruell fate condemnes thee. as. 
Enter Conflableand Warch, 
Com, Come fellow witchmen, for now your are wy 
ſe lou 
, — t plcaſes jou to call us ſo maſter Conſtable. 
Cel doc it to encourage you in your office, it is a trick 


tha: we Commanders have, j du great Capraines call your 
ſculdieis tcllow-{ouldicrs to encourage them. 


2 Watch, Incced and fo they doc, heard maſter Curate 
rcadirg a ſtotie bocke tothe t day to that 8 
Con, Well l wuſt few now what you have to doe, for 

I my (:lfe before I came to this prefermitic, was as ſimple 
as one of you. and for your bettet deſtruction, I will deride 
my ſpecch into tuo parts. Firſt, what is a watchman. gc- 
— — what is the ofbce of a watchman. For the gt ſt i 
any man aske mee what is a Utchman, I may anſwer him, 
he is a man as cthers ate, nay atradeſman, az a Vintner, a 
Tayler, ot the like, for they have long bills. 

2 War, He tells us trucncighbour, we have bils indeed. 

Cen. For the ſeconds what is his office ; Ianiwer, hee 
a by vertue of his of ice reprehend ante perſon,or per - 
ens that walke the ſtrectes tos late at a ſeatonable houre. 

4 Wat. May wee indeed maſter Conſtable ? 

Con, Nay, if you meet any of thoſe rogues at ſeaſonable 
hourcs, you may by vertue of your office commit him to 
dr iſon, and then aske him whither he was going. 
. Whythars as much as my Lord Major docs. 

Cen, Truc, my Lord Major can doc no more then you 

a that point. 

2. But maſtcr Conſtable, bat if he ſhould refiſt us 

Ces. Why it he doc refiſt, you my knock him downe, 
md then bid him ſtand, and come before the Conſtable. S 

ow 1 thinke you are ſuthcicntlic enſtructed concernin 
dur office, take your Rancs, you ſhall heare rogues — 


king 
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king at theſe ſeaſonable houres, I warrant you, ſtand cloſe. 
E ter Eg 

Es, Now doe | take as much cate to be apprehended, 
as others dee to ſcape the watch, I malt lycake to be over 
andy and plainelic too, or elie theſe doits will never con- 

wwe mee. 

Cov, Hearke, who goes by ? 

tu. Oh my conſcience, my conſcience, the terrour of a 
guiltie conſcience, 

Con, How, conſcience talkes he of he's an honeſt man 
I warrant him, let him paſſe. 

2 Wa. 1,1, let him paſſe, good night honeſt Gentleman. 

Eu, Taeie are wile officers, I muſt be plainer yet. 

That Gold, that curſed Gold, that made mee poiſon him, 
made me poilon Exgeme, F 

(*. How,made me poiſon him,he's a knave I warrant 

3 Fs. M. Conſtable has found him already. (hum. 

Con, I warrant you a knave cannot paſſe mee, gos te- 
prehend him. Ile take his excommunication my (cite. 

1 Wa. Comecatore the Conſtable. 

2 Ws. Come afore the Conſtable, 

Com, Sirrah,firrah, you would have (cap'd ? would you, 
no firrah you ſhall know the Kings Othcers have eyes to 
heare ſuc h —— — firrab confeſle who it was 
you poiſon d, he lookes like a notable rogue. 

1s, I doe not like his lookes. 259, Not l. 

C. Vou would deny it, would y u ſirtaꝰ we (hal Git you. 

Ee Alas M.Conſtable I cannot now dene what | have 
laid you overheard me, l poilond Ege. ſon to IL. P. e. 

1 Ws. Ob raicall, 2 Fs, My young Landlord. 

Con, Let him alone, the law ſhall panith him, but ſirra 
where did you poilon him ? 

Ex. About a daics journey hence, as hee was comming 
home from Athens I met him, and poiſoned him. 

T ... = _ who ſet you a worke ? contefle, I ſhall 
out the whole neſt of theſe t peake. 
* Es, —— 
H Cen. 
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(=, Ob lying taſcall. 
3 . Nay he that will ſtrale will lic. 
2a. lie beleeve be layes. 


3a. cies man of wor 47a, Anoble man. 
Con, Away vvith him, Le heare no more, remit bim to 
priſon ; brrab,you ſhall keare of theſe things to morrow, 
where you would be loth to heare um, come lets go, «x, 


— 


Actus quintus. 


Enter Frankfin Shallow, Luce, Franciſce, ina Pe ſon; habit, 
and a true Parſon othe tvviſc attired. 


Fran — your coumſeil fir, Le not be ſeene iu t, hut 
meet you when tis done, youle marrie them ? 
Franc. Fare not that fir, Le doe the deed. 
Frank, I (hal reſt thankful to q ou, til then Ile leave you. 
Sha. Ipray father leave us, wee know how tobetave 
our ſelves alone, mee thinkes Luce wee arc too many by 
two yet. 
Lace, You are merrie (ir, ent. 
an Feten. 
Frank, Now they are ſure or never, poore Franciſco 
Thou metit thy match, when thou durſt undertake 
To overreach me with tricks, where's now your Sumner ? 
Fore heaven I cannot but apphud my braine, 
Ta take mv daughter even againſt her will, 
And great with child by another, her ſhame pabliſh'd, 
She cited to the Court, and yet beſtow het 
On ſuch a fortune as rich She is, 
H 1s the ter- piece of all, 
Make him beleeve tis bis, though he nete touch d her, 
gn 0598 BETA crofles in the wor'd, 
re were no difference tu ixt the wile ard fooles, 
But Ile got mecte um, when tis done, I fearenct, axis 
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Enter Fraxci/co,Þ arſon Shallow, Luce. 

Frans, Nay fret not now, you have been worſe abus d. 
If you had married her,ſhe never lov'd you, 

Lace. Icvet (corr'd thy ſo lie, and hated thee, though 
ſometimes afore my father I would make an Aﬀe of thee. 

Sd Oh women, monſtrous women, little does her 
father know who has marricd ber. 

Luce. Yes, hee knowes the Parſon married mee, and 

can witreſſe that. 

Fra Ard be ſhall know the Parfon will lye with her. 

Shal. Well Parton, I will bee teveng d on all thy coate, 
I willnot ploughan Acre of ground for you to tythe, Ile 
rather paſture my neighbours cattel for nothing, 

. Oh be more charitable fir, bid God give um joy. 

Shad. I care not greatelic it I doe, bee is not the firft 
Parſon that has taken a Gentle mans leavings. 

France. How meane you fir ? 

Sha, Y ou gueſſe my meaning, I hope to have good luck 
to horte-fleſh now ſhec is a Parlors wife. 

Franc, \ ou have laine with her then fir? 

gha. I cannot tell you that, but if you ſaw a woman with 
child without lying with a man, then perhaps I have not. 

Lace, Impudent Coxcombe, dareſt thou ſay that ever 
thou layſt with mee, did({t thou ever ſo much as kifle my 
_ Thee h {t not be ſpaken of 

5 things mult not be ſ in companic. 

Luce, Thou know il Lever hated thee. 

Shat. Bat when you were ith good humour you would 
tell me another tale. 


Lace, The foole is mad, by heaven ay Frenciſce I am 
wrongd. He 4s/covers bumſelfe. 
Franc. Then I muſt change my note, ſirrah unſay what 
you bave ſpoken, ſweare here betore the Parſon and my 
ſelfe you never touch'd het ot lle cut thy throat,it is Fra. 

ciſco chreatens i hee. 
Shas. I am ina ſweet caſe, what (hou'd I doe now ? ber 
father thinkes I have lainc with her, if I deny it becle have 
H 2 a bout 
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a bout with me, if 1 (ay I have, this young rogue will cut 
my throate. 

Fr. Come will you ſweare ? 

Jb. I would I were faite y off, I would loſe my wench 


with all my heart, I (weare. 
| Frans, So, now thou art free from any imputation that 
his tongue can ſlicke upon thee. Enter Frankfn, 


Frank, Well now I (ce tis done. 

Shai, Here's one ſhall talke with you-+ 

Frank, God give you joy ſonne Shallow, 

Franc | thanke you father. 

Frank, How's this, Fr unc co in the Parſons babire ? 

Franc. I bave marti d her as you bad mee fir, but this 
was the truer Parſon of the two, he tied the knot, and this 
Gentleman is our witneſle. 

Frank lam undone, ſtrumpet thou haſt betrayed thy 
ſelte to beggerie, to ſhame belidergand that in open Court, 
but take what thou haſt ſought, hang, beg, and ſtarve, lle 
never pitty ther. Lace, Good fir, 

Sha. | told you what would come ont. 

Frank. How did your wildome loſe her? 

Sha. Eene as you lee, I was beguil'd,and fo were you. 

Frank, Franciſco take het, thou feeſt the purtion thou 
art like to havc. 

Franc, Tis ſuch a portion as willever pleaſe me, but for 
her fake be not unmatut all. 

A Doe not te ject me father. 

Franc But for the fault t hat hee muſt anſwer for, or 
ſhame ſhee ſhould endure in Court, beho'd her yet an un- 
teuch'd Virgin, Cuſhion come forthghere fignior Sbalew, 
take your child unto you, make much of ir, it may prove 
as wiſe as the father. He fluags the Couſins «at hun, 

Frank. This is e range then tother, ah Lace, wer t 
thou ſo ſubtle to deceive thy lelſe, and me ; well take thy 
forrune, tis thine oute choice 

Fra. Sir we can force no bountic from you, andther - 


fore muſt reſt comte nt with vv hat your pleaſure is, = 
Exer 
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Enter Faphuer, Alphonſo. 

Ad. Yonder he is my Lord, that's he inthe Parſons ha- 
bite, be is thus diſgnis'd about the bulinefle | told you of, 
Ly/andro, (ce your noble father. 

Em. Welcome my long loſt ſonne from all the Rormes 
Of frovvning fortune that thou haſt endur d. 

lato thy ſat he rs armes. 

Luce. Is my Frauciſconoble ? 

Frank, Lord Fs (onne ' Tamamar'd. 

Fp. I heare Lyſandro that you arc married. 

Frans, \\ cs my Lord. this is my Bride. the daughter and 
heire of this rich gentlemin, twas only (hee that when my 
ſtate was nothing, my poore ſelſe end parentage unknown 
vouchlated to k , nay grace mee vvith her love, her 
conllant love. 

Exp. Such merice muſt not be forgot my (onne, 
Daughter much joy attend upon your choice. 

Fraxe, Novy vvants but your conſent. 

Fran, Which with a willing heart I do beſtow, 

Pardon me vvorthie ſoane, I have ſo long 
Beene hard to you, tv yas ignorance 
Of vv hat you vverc, and care I to: ke for her. 

Franc. \ our care needes no Apologic. 

Enp. But novy Lyſandro | mult make thee fad 
V pon thy vvedding day, and let thee knovy 
There is no pure and uncompounded joy 
Lent to mortality indepth of vvoe 
Thou metit the — 7 ol thy parentage, 

Thy elder brother Philecier mull die. 

And in his trage die out name and houſe 
Had funk for ever, had not gratious heaven 
Sent 43 acomfort to my childlefle age 

Thy long loſt iclfe ſupporter of the name. 

Franc. But can there be no meanes to fave his life ? 

Exp. Alas there's none, the King bas tane an oath 
Nevet to pard n him, but ſinet they ſay 
tus Ma jeſhie repents, and faine vvould fave him. 

H 


3 Franc. 


The Heire. 


Franc, Then am I wretched, like a wan long blinde, 

That comes at laſt to ſee che wiſhe-for Sun, 

But findes it ir; ecliple, ſuch is my caſe, 

Tomect inthi.darke vyoc,my dearcit friends, 
Exp, Had you n& heard this nevves before Lyſandrs / 
Franc. Yes fir, and did lament, 

As for a vvorthic ſtranger, but nete knevy 

My ſorrovv ſtcod iugig d by ſuch a tye 

As brother bood, vv het may vve fee him fir ? 

Fer. T his morning hee's arraign'd, pur off that habite 
you arc in, and goc along with me, leave your triends here 
awhile. 

Franc. Farewell father 
Dearc Lace till ſoone farevvell, nought but ſo fad 
A chance could make me clovvdy now. vrt. 

Frank. Well Leer thy choice has proov d bettet then 
vvee expected, but this cloud of gricſe bas dimm d cur 
mirth, but vvill I hope blovy over, heaven grant it may 
And fignior Shallow, though you have miſs'd vv hat u 
ove meant you once, pray be my gueſt. 

Shal. I thanke you ir, lie vot be ſtrange. 


Enter K ing, Nic aner, 


(Nn 


X ing. Nicanor, I would find ſome privy e 
W here I might ſtand unſeene, unknowne any. 
To heate th'arraignement of young Pholocler, 

N.. The ludges are now entring, pleaſe you fir 
Here to aſcend, you may both heare and ſee. 

King, Well lle goc vp, 

And like a jealous husband heare and ſee 

That that will ſtrike me dead, am | a King 
And cannot pur don ſuch a ſmall offence ? 

I cannot do*r, nor am I Ceſar now, 

Luſt has uncrown'd me, and my raſh tane cath 
Has reft me of a Kings prerogative, 

Come, come N:caver helpe me to aſcend, 


And ſce that tault that I want powertomend, aſcendaxt. 
Enter 


The Heire 
Enter 3 Ire, N n,, Fraue, 
atbes, Cloriment NA. 

1 1s. Bring forth the Priſoner, where are the witneſſes? 

Fel. Here my Lords, Iam the wrong d party, and the 

Gt m _ here, belides the Officers that tooke them 
can ; 

2 %. That's enough. Enter Philocles with a guard 

1 Is. Philecler land to the Barre, and anfwer to fuch 


crimes as ſhall bee here objected againſt thy life, 
R eade the Enditement. 


wk» that labour, 
I doe c e the faR that I am char d wich, 
And ſpeake as much as my accuſers can, 
As much as all the witneſſes can ey 
Twas l that ſtole away che ra Heire 
Ot Lord Pelimeres, which ver t tu doe againe 
Rather then lole her, I againe wou'd venture, 
This was the fact: your ſentence honour'd fathers. 
Cler. Tis brave and teſolute. 
1 . Abeavy ſentence noble Philecdes, 
And ſuch a one, as | could wiſh my ſelſe 
Off from this place, ſome other might deliver, 
You mult dye for it, death is your ſentence. 
Pls, Which | embrace with willingnes, now my Lord 
Is your hate giutted yet, or is my life (to Polinuerer. 
Too poore a facrifice to appeaſe the rancour 
Of your invererate malice, if it he to 
Invent ſome ſcandall that may after blor 
My reputation, father drie your teares, 
Weepe not for me, my death ſhall leave no ſta ine 
Vpon your bloud, nor blot on your faire name: 
The honour'd aſhes of my Anceſtours 
May till reſt _ in their teare - wet Vrnes 
For any fat of mine, I might have liv'd 
If heaven hal not prevented ir, and found 
Death for ſome foule liſhonourable act. 
Brother farewell,no ſooner have I found te Franci/co. 


Buy 


| 


—— 


The Heire. 


But I muſt leave thy wiſh'd-for 
Farewell my deareſt love, live thou (lll happy, 


And may ſome one of more deſert then I, 
Be bleſt in the enjoying what I loſe, 
I need not wiſh him happineſſe that has thee, 
For thou wilt bring it, may he prove as good 
As thou art worthy. 
Lew, Dearelt Phalocler, 
There is no roome for any man but thee 
W ithin this breſt, oh good my Lords 
Be mercifull, condemne us both together 
Our faults are bothalike, why ſhould the law 
Be partiall thus, and lay all on him. 
1 Is, Lady, I would we could as law fully 
Save him as you, he ſhould got dye for this. 
Enter Conſtable leading Engents, 
How aow, whoſe that you have brought there ? 
Con, A benefactor and pleaſe your Lordſhips, 
I reprehended him in my watch laſt night. 
Vir, Ir«z is taken, 
2 /«, What's his offence ? Con, Murder, 
Wat, No M. Conſtable rwas but poyſoning of a man 
Con, Goe thou art a foole, 
Vir, Tam undone for ever, all will our. 
3 l. What proofes have you againſt him ? 
Con. Hts one profeſſion if it pleaſe your honour. 
3 . And that's an ill profeſſion to be a murderer,thou 
meaneſt he has confcſ the fact. 
Cen. Yes my Lord, he cannot deny it. 
t Ii. Did hee not name the party who it was that hee 


had poyſoned ? Con, Marry with reverence be 
it ſpoken, it was Emgems, my Lord Polimetes his ſonne 
Pol. How's this ! 


rt ks. Hee dy d long ſince at Athen 

Pel. I cannot tell what I ſhould thinke of ir, 
This is the man thar lately brought me newes 
My ſonne was living. 


The Heire. 


2 Is, Fellow ſhnd to the barre, thou hearſt thy accu- 
ſation, w hat canſt thou (ay ? 

Enge, Ah my good Lord, 
I cannot now deny what I have ſaid 
T his m orcheard me, as my heart 
Wu making a confeſvion of my crime. 

Co, Itold him ant (hall pleaſe yeur Lordſhips,the kings 
Otficers had cyes to heare ſuch raſcalls. 

1 is, You have deene carefull in your office Conſtable, 
Y ou may now leave your prifoner, 

Cov, lle leave the fellon with your Lordſhip. 

1 1s. Farewel good Con. Murder I fce will out. e. Cas. 
W by didſt tho i p.1{on him? 

Ege. 1 was poore, and want made me be hit d. 

2 is. Hir'd, by whom ? 

Enge. By Count Ferre, there he ſtands. 

Ur, Idoe beſeech your Loroſhips not to credite what 
this bale fellow ſpeakes, | am innocent. 

1 1. 1 doe belceve yours, ſitrah ſpeake truth, 
You have not long to l:ve. 

Enge. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip I may relate the manner. 

. Doe. 

Ewuge. Eugenio was alive, when firſt the newes 
Was ipead i Syracuſe that he wasdead, 
W hich falſe report Count Firrecrediting, 
Became an carneſt ſuitor to his ſiſter. 
Tninking her Hire, but finding a terwar !s 
Her brother live, an comming home 
Nt a 4ajes journey hence, be tent me to him, 
And with a promite of five hundred crownes 
Hir'd me to portion him, that this is true 
Here's his ene han ſ co witneſſ. it agumſt him 
Pica'e it your Lord ſhips to peruſe the wing · 

1 Je. Tas is his hand, 

2 % \urt as Tlive, | have ſeene Warrants from him 
with j ſtcheſe characters. 


z 1. Bciides me thinkes this fellowes tale is . 
I 


The Heire. 


Pol. Tis too true 
This fellowes ſuddaine going from my bouſe 
Put me into a feate. 

1 1s, Count Firre, ſtand to the barre, 


What can you lay to cleare you of this murder ? 
Vir. Nothing my Lords, I muſt confefſe the fat. 
5. Why then againſt you both doe I 

S. utence of death. «Amb. The law is juſt. 

Pol, Wretch that I am, is my diflembled gricfe 

Torn'd to true ſorrow ? were my ated tearcs 

Pat prophecies of my enſuing wor, 

And is he trucly dead ? ob pardon me 

Deare Ghoſt of my Evgene, rwas my fault 

That calld this haſty v from the 

An4 ſho. tend thus thy life, for whil't wi 

I ſought to faſten wealth upon our houſe, 

I brought a Canniball to be the grave 

Of m an4 mine, baſe, bloudy, murderous Count. 

Vir. Vile Coulſner, cheating Lord, diſſembler. 
1 Is. Peace, — — there, 

I his is no place to raile in. 

E. Le juſt powers, 

That to the quality of mans offence 

Shape your cortecting rods, and puniſh there 

Where he has finn'd, did not my ing beart 

Beare fuch a heavy ſhare in this daics woe, 

I could with a free ſoule applaud your juſtice. 

Fel. Lord Enphucs and Philectas forgive me, 

To make amends, I know 's impolsible, 

For u hat my malice wronght ; but I would faine 

Doe ſomew hat that might teſtiſie my gt ieſe 

And truc repentance. : 

Fuge. This is that I look d for. 


trickes 


Emp. Yare kind too late my Lord, had you beene thus 


When need tequit d, y had ſav d your ſelſe and me, 
Our bapleſſe ſonnes, but if your griefe be true, 
I can forgive you beartily. Phi. And 1, 


Eng, 


The Heire. 

Enge. Now comes my pue, my Lord Polimeres, 
Vander correction let me aske one queſtion, 

Pol. What queſtion? ſpeake. 

Eng. If this young Lord ſhould live, would you beſtow 
your ter willingly upon him, would you my Lord ? 

Pol. As willingly as I would breath my (cite. 

Enge. Then dry all your eyes, 

There's no man here ſhall have a cauſe to weepe, 

Your life is ſav'd, Lewcorhoe is no Heire, (to Phileche, 
Her brother lives, and that cleates you Count rr 

Of your ſuppoſed murder. Ad, How, lives 

Euge, Yes lives to call thee brother Pu. 

Les, Oh my deare brother. H. diſcovers bumſelfe, 

Pol, My ſonne, welcome from death. 

Es, Pardon me good ay Lord, that I thus 
Have from your knowledge kept my ſelte 
My end was honeſt, 

Pol, I ſee it was, 

And now ſonne Philacler give me thy hand, 
Here take thy wite,ſhe loves thee I dare ſweare, 
And for the wrong that I intended thee, 

Her portion ſhall be double what I meant it. 

Phi, I thanke your Lordſhip, 

_ Brother Fe 
I all enmity is now forgot 
betwixt our houſes. 

Emp. Let it be ever ſo, I doe imbrace your love. 

Vir. Well, my life is lav d yet. hough my wench beloſt, 
God 4 you joy» Phi. Thank:s good my Lord. 
11. How faddenly this tragicke ſe anc is chang d, 

And tarn'd to Come ſic. z 1s, Tis very ſtrange. 

Pol. Let us conclude within. The K ing hb 

K ing: Stay, and take my joy with you from hone, 

Emp. His Majeſty is comming dowae, let us attend. 

Enter K ing. 


d, 


King. Theſe jarres are well clos'd up, now Philecles, 
re houre 
3 


And 


The Heire. 


— brenginro pet 
The faving of thy life 
Phi. A lite my Licge, 
= m_ 
V pon your ſervice. 
King. Thankes good 
But where's the man —— tap preſence 
All this umooh d- or ſport : — 
Enge. Here my dread Liege 


K mg. Welcome — 


— — 1 
„ Wbat is?! „it ſhall be t 
— I ON WE 
His Neece, the faire and verruons Lady Lads. 
Exp. With all ey bearr, I know twill pleaſe ber well, 
Thvwws often beurd ber praiſe Eugenie 
1 
ing. Then here all ſtriſe ends, 


Ne be ar ur wy ee oy helpe 

_ Your — — — 

King, Then lcade away, the happy knot you tye, 
houtes nt. 


Couclades in love two 


FINIS. 


IDO .\V 2 
THE EPILOGVE. 


Pr Fleire is fall n from ber inheritance , 

But has obtain d ber love; you may acvance 
Her higher yet; and from your pleas d bands give 
A dowry, that will make her truely live. 


